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• • • Ameuy amen^ I say to you: he that entereth not by 

the door into the sheepfold but clirnbeth up another way^ 

Ike same is a thief and a robber. 

But he (hai entereth by the door is the shepherd of 

the sheep. . • . 

St. John. 
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PROLOGUE 

OWEN OF TREOWEN 
Home of my siret • • •/ 



YOUNG Owen leaned against the rough gate and 
gazed out across the landscape. His heart was 
sorrowful, and the beauty of the prospect 
pierced it with an almost physical pain. 

Just a week ago, up at Cambridge, life had opened 
out before him with a vision as fair and untroubled as 
that sweep of country upon which his eyes now rested: 
sweet with the promise of spring; sun-gilt, shadowed with 
but the most fleeting clouds — clouds of youth, that have 
more light than gloom in them. Now death had stricken 
bis house. Ruin menaced. A burden of care and respon- 
sibility, over-heavy for his twenty years, had been flung 
upon his shoulders. 

He had come out here to think, to grapple with a 
problem which was not solvable, whichever way one looked 
&t it, save at some grievous cost. He had to take a de- 
cision vitally concerning not only his future, but that of 
bis only brother, still a child. When — ^how long ago it 
seemed 1— his tutor had broken to him the sudden passing 
ftway of his kindly, easy-going father, he had thought, 
^th juvenile exaggeration, that he had touched the ex- 
treme of sorrow. Now he realized, and was ashamed of 
bimself for the knowledge, that the side issues of the dis- 
<^ter contained far greater elements of misfortune. 

The words that Trevor Williams, his father's executor 
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THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 

and trusted agent, had said to him were ringing oyer 
and over again in his ears: ^^here is nothing for it; 
you'll have to sell Treowen.'* 

Sell Treowen — sell Treowen! Nothing for it but to 
sell Treowen ! 

His gaze wandered over the spring scene. He could 
see a great way, for Treowen stood upon a height. Just 
beneath him spread the oaks in golden budding foliage; 
farther away the fields; then closely massed woodlands; 
beyond again a dazzling stretch of river where none knew 
better than he how the trout leaped. Look which way he 
would, all was Treowen, the soil with which his race was 
so identified that Owen of Treowen had become words 
inseparable. To the country-side, indeed, that an Owen 
should reign at Treowen was as a fact of Nature itself, 
as inevitable as that the river should come tumbling down 
the slopes of Llanskirred and run in beauty, fertilizing 
the valley; that Pen-y-fal s|iould raise its cone head 
against the blue, a landmark to all the county, catching 
the rose of sunset, the gold of dawn. 

And the same hour that made him master bade him 
renounce his inheritance. His was the hand that w^s to 
cut Owen from Treowen, part the children from the land 
that had nurtured them. 

^^You could get along quite nicely, 'once the drag of 
the place was off your wheels," had said the counselor 
to comfort; ^^ay off the mortgages and have quite a 
decent income.'* 

''And if I don't sell?" That was all he had been able 
to reply. 

The agent had shrugged his shoulders, his glance com* 
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passionating. Explanations had begun again. David 
had not been able to listen. 

He had escaped as soon as he could, longing to get out 
of the house, with its unfamiliar, dreadful atmosphere: 
reek of fimeral refreshments, acrid smell of black-<lyed 
garments, sickly sweetness of flowers; and through all 
some indescribable breath of mortality which chilled him 
to the marrow. 

How could he find himself in this nightmare? It seemed 
no more real to him here, out in the keen fresh air, with 
the unchanging dear loveliness of the home lands about 
him, than that hour — ^was it a year ago or only four days 
— ^when he had stood in his tutor's room overlooking the 
old court and heard the tidings of his bereavement. He 
had expected reprimand, from the sudden summons ; and 
when the reverend and learned don, looking at him un- 
comfortably, had abruptly demanded to know whether 
he had recently heard from home, and if his father had 
seemed in good health, David had stared amazed before 
replying cheerfully: "Awfully fit, thank you." 

"Indeed." Mr. Jacomb White had risen and gone over 
to the window, where, David remembered, a fly was buz- 
zing lustily up and down in the sunshine. ^'Indeed, you 
surprise me !" Here the tutor had looked over his shoul- 
der and with a jerk shot out the announcement : ^^Because 
I'm sorry to say Fve just had a telegram — ^and he's dead." 
David gave a forlorn laugh as he recalled the episode. 
There had not been an inflection in the dry voice. How 
silent it had become all at once in the shabby, pleasant, 
Wk-Iined room, except for the fly ! 
It was from that moment that everything had become 
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unreal. The hurried journey, the arrival in the house of 
death; that yellow ivory mask on the pillow; the candle- 
lit room, with its unnatural emptiness and stillness, and 
the horrid secret, feverish bustle in the rest of the house; 
little Johnny's return from school, scared and silent; 
and then the long, hateful day of pomp. The throng 
which had pressed about him ; the innumerable times that 
his hand had been wrung; the iterated condolences, the 
questions that he had answered vaguely, mechanically, as 
if sleep-walking; the way to the church, interminable with 
its perpetual interchange of coffin-bearers; the sound of 
the Welsh chants; the intoning above the open pit, and 
the rattle of the first earth clods falling on the wood. 
Then the lunch, he in his father's place at the head of 
the table; the subdued munching and whispering of the 
hungry men; and, at the end of all, Trevor Williams 
drawing him into his father's study, enjoining on him to 
sell Treowen. 

The light was growing golden; long shadows began 
to stretch from the woodland across the plain. The 
creaming ripples of the Usk were turning amber, and the 
point of Pen-y-fal glowed against the warming sky. Sell 
Treowen ? — ^Never ! 

The decision was made. David turned away from the 
fence. Up to then his mind had been tormentedly fight- 
ing against a calamity fiercely unacknowledged as inevi- 
table, yet dimly felt to be so. Now it was different. He 
knew that, whatever difficult paths he might be forced 
along, that way of surrender, hideously comfortable, 
should not be his. How he was to manage he did not 
know; at what complete self-sacrifice he could not yet 
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measure ; but the determination was defined. It ran clean 
cut, like a knife stroke, across the tangle of uncertainty. 
He would hold Treowen. He cared not what he might 
have to suffer in the struggle ; it would be not for himself, 
but for his children. Then facts rose up and struck at 
him again. How could he hope to marry? How could he 
bring the tender ideal of his pure, youthful dreams into 
a life that must be a literal conflict — stem, penurious, 
endless? 

"Well, then, if not for my children," he said sternly 
to himself, "for Johnny's.*' 

He was walking aimlessly through the oak woods home- 
wards. Already the primroses were clustering in their 
thick, deep green leaves. As yet the bluebell spears were 
only visible to the careful seeker. A thousand delicately 
pungent scents were in the air; the songs of the birds 
were flung around and about, across and across the 
woods, while, somewhere on the edge of it, the low, rich 
gurgle of a solitary blackbird poured itself forth like 
some magic fountain of melodious water. Whatever hap- 
pened, however hard it might be, however lonely his life, 
he would always have these things for his own. 

A little figure appeared, running, at the end of the path 
in front of him, stopped, and then advanced demurely. 
Little John looked very small and frail in his new suit 
of black. 
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Johnny halted beside his big brother and shot a side- 
long glance at bim. He was unlike David and V\x^ O^eck 
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race, taking after the young mother who had died on 
giving him birih. There was over twelve years between 
them, and since the little boy had gone to school a cer- 
tain formality had crept into their intercourse. He had 
become an entity rather apart, with alien thoughts and 
interests of his own, no longer a toy and a petted thing, 
but a small personality, inclined to be cold in his manner. 
Surveying the world with critical eyes ; with certain ideas 
and standards before which David, simple of mind and 
impulsive, found himself at times nonplussed. 

The child had shed no tears over his bereavement, but 
no one looking at the small, set face could think that 
there was any want of feeling at the back of so much self- 
control. 

David's dark countenance softened as he looked down 
at him. He held out his hand, and the other slipped his 
little chill fingers into it. A moment or two they walked 
together in silence, and then Johnny spoke: 

**Nanny says father is in heaven." 

David started and clutched the slender hand closer. 
With a sense of unpardonable remissness on his own side 
he realized that he had never thought to follow the poor 
soul in its great quest. All his preoccupation had been 
purely material; the grief for his father a dull, physical 
ache. 

"Oh, yes, of course," he exclaimed hurriedly, feeling 
the lustrous gaze question him. "Of course. Dear 
father! You didn't think anything else, Johnny?" 

"It seemed queer," the boy went on, and his voice was 
delicately precise; ^*I couldn't feel, somehow, as if it was 
father at all — what I saw lying there • ., • you know?" 
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David pressed the little hand. He did know. 

^^And Nanny says he's in heaven. It seems queer, some- 
how. Father was always so — so jokey.'* 

David was silent. The child had indicated with un- 
erring instinct an unbearable aspect of the tragedy — the 
death of a light-minded man; the passing of a spirit that 
heaven and hell, it seemed, must alike reject for reason 
of its insignificance ! 

**Nanny says,** the clear voice piped on after a pause, 
^that father's got to heaven on the shoulders of the 
poor." 

David stopped and looked down into the upraised face. 
He had been holding converse within himself to the in- 
crease of that sore ache. The kindly, luxurious, easy- 
tempered man that his father had been — ^what harm had 
he ever done any one? he had asked. And the answer had 
come, swift and cruel: He had left ruin to his own race. 
Johnny had unconsciously rebuked the harshness of this 
thought, and in the rebuke was bahn. 

His affection for his father had been deep ; it had been 
impossible not to love the handsome, generous, pleasant, 
foolish parent, but it had not been filial; it could not be 
accompanied with veneration, hardly even with respect. 
Rather, indeed, had it been protective, anxious. There 
had been sudden agony in the image of the futile, be- 
wildered soul, homeless in great eternity. 

Johnny was anxious to explain further. He had an 
evident fear at the back of his anxiety, a desire for 
further reassurance. 

**It's in the Bible," he said. "Nanny got it down and 
read it to me — ^the big old Bible she keep^ a\. V]b& Va^ ^1 
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the chest of drawers." His mouth suddenly quivered 
downwards at the comers. David's sad face frightened 
him. **It is true if it's in the Bible," he repeated. 

The way the child fought against the rising tears, his 
determined self-control, went to David's heart. He sat 
down on the jutting root of a tree and drew the little boy 
between his knees. 

**Yes, old man, yes. Tell me all about it." 

"It's written in it: *Come, ye blessed of my Father, 
inherit the Kingdom.' Oh, David, you know. ^I was an 
hungered, and ye gave Me meat; I was thirsty and ye 
gave Me drink ; I was a stranger and ye took Me in.' " 
Johnny broke off, swallowed hard, and beat his brother's 
shoulder softly with his hands. "Father did all that. Oh, 
every day! He was always giving, wasn't he? *Inas- 
much as ye have done it unto one of the least of these, 

my brethren ' That's what it says, you know. That 

does mean the poor. And Nanny says she doesn't know 
if father ever visited Him in prison. But that does not 
matter^ because of all the rest — ^David!" 

"Oh, Johnny, yes. Don't cry, little Johnny. Dear 
father ! God's very merciful. There was the poor." 

He held the little figure to his breast, and his own tears 
fell. With the wet cheek pressed against his, he became 
aware that the easy, natural affection he had always felt 
for his brother was something immeasurably deep-rooted, 
unspeakably sacred. This precious life was now in his 
charge. He must be father and brother all in one. 

In a little while, hand in hand again, they resumed 
their way to the house. David was essentially an outdoor 
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man. Nature appealed to him, not with esthetic flattery 
of the senses, but as a definite necessity. As a schoolboy 
the confinement of the class-room had been penal, and he 
bad counted the days and hours to the holidays. At the 
University life had been pleasant enough, because he 
could carry on very much the kind of existence he led at 
home. But always the yearning for home was in his 
blood. 

Now, as he went through the oak wood, Johnny hang- 
ing on his arm, the wonderful. beauty about him was 
something felt, not analyzed. The shafts of mellow sun- 
light caught the gray boles of the gnarled trees, painted 
them gold, and flamed in the young leafage. Delicate 
mists were rising. The place looked etherealized. The 
serenity of the evening was like a benediction. 

They emerged from the wood. A sweep of shorn turf 
rolled upwards to a terrace wall, flower bordered; and 
above, the house rose against the lambent sky. 

It was a wonderful house. David had often heard it 
said there was not another like it in the kingdom, which 
meant, indeed, there was not another like it in the world. 
It was of singular height, four-storied, and gabled on 
all sides, built of a creamy gray stone, with chiseled dec- 
orations of wreaths and ribbons. The Owen of Merry 
Monarch days had expended the whole marriage portion 
of his city wife upon the embellishment of his antique 
dwelling, but much remained unaltered from a far earlier 
date. The door under the narrow porch was still fast- 
ened by the oak beam that ran into the depth of the 
wall; and hewn in the stone passage that led into the 
banqueting hall there still remained the pilgrims' beih- 
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dies; even the oaken platters in which were served of 
yore the doles of hospitality, hung upon their rusted 
chains. 

The man who now lay in such poor and narrow quar- 
ters had reveled in the rich antiquity, the noble paneled 
spaces of his ancestral home. Much of the chain of di£5- 
culty and debt which was to hamper the son's progress 
through the world had been forged from the esthetic 
appreciation and artistic accuracy with which his father 
had made of Treowen the archeological gem of the coun- 
try. 

As big David and little Johnny ascended the terrace 
steps, still hand in hand, the child suddenly pressed 
•against his elder and said, in that contained small voice 
that covered the inner shudders: 

**Don't let us go in that way, David." 

The other cast a glance across the trampled sward. 
It was still flower-strewn, where the school children had 
cast spring blossoms. The space suddenly became peo- 
pled, to his mind, with the black crowd, advancing, filing, 
halting — the sable-marshaled pomp of death. Yes, 
Johnny was right. The great hall would also be full of 
hauntings, tangible and intangible, of the morning's 
dreadful business. He was glad enough to take another 
way, and sheered to the left, obeying the drag of the 
clinging hand. They went through the century-old yew 
hedge toward the stable yard. Here stood the oldest 
portions of the old buildings. The immense buttressed 
walls were flanked on one side by the immemorial tower 
of Owen, which had kept watch over the valley in pre- 
conquest days. 
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A bent black-clad figure emerged slowly from the arch- 
way leading into the yard, as they drew near. 

"It's Mr. Price,'* said Johnny. 

David halted involuntarily, in some dismay. Conver- 
sation was tiie last thing he desired. But this old farmer 
was one of the chief tenants of the estate, and the new 
squire could not pass him by. 

^^And, indeed, Mr. Owen, sir, and little master too, 
it is very glad I am to have a word with you. Though, 
indeed, Mr. Owen, there's none can truly call himself 
glad of anything in so sorrowful a day for Treowen. 
Ach y fi, we have lost a good friend. Your father, Mr. 
Owen, was a kindly man, sir — a kindly man to all. And 
proud we were of him for a noble gentleman. And you're 
yery young, Mr. Owen, sir, to have the great position. 
But the Lord would not have put the power into your 
hand had He not known you'd uphold it as it should be 
upheld whatever for the honor of the race. And it's what 
we've all been saying, I'm sure, Mr. Owen. You'll do no 
less than your worthy and respected father, for it's the 
true Owen of Treowen that the Lord has made you, in- 
deed. Yes, yes." 

He was a little old man, bent nearly double by a life 
of relentless toil. His gnarled hands, half-hidden by the 
over-long sleeves of his best black coat, clutched the top 
of the stout stick on which he supported himself. He 
looked up at his new landlord with eyes that had still an 
incredible fire in the midst of the withered face. A 
ragged gray beard spread upon his shrunken chests 
Silent, his lips still moved with the senile working of 
toothless jaws. But if the carcass was well-nigh worn 
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out, the spirit that inhabited it was unimpaired; an old 
man's spirit, strong in wisdom, strong in courage. Upon 
an impulse for which he could not account, David cried : 
"Mr. Williams says I must sell Treowen.'* 
Little Johnny started and quivered at his brother's 
side, but there was scarce a change in the wrinkled face 
of the farmer. 

"Dear, to be sure, that's bad hearing, Mr. Owen; and, 
indeed, it's what I've heard said about and around from 
many this melancholy day! He was a great gentleman, 
whatever, your worthy father; but free of his money, Mr. 
David, over-free with his money. Tut, tut! It'll be a 
bitter thing for those that have lived under Treowen, 
father and son, these hundreds of years. I'd be fain not 
to see it for myself. Ah, true! A free hand makes an 
empty coffer. Mr. Owen was free, a very free gentleman. 
To be sure, now, that'll be a hard thing for Owen and 
Treowen to be parted. But what would a young gentle- 
man like you be doing, with the money gone? It's not 
like as if you was a farmer's son, whatever, as could 
make the land give back what the purse lacks. The Lord 
works, so to speak, with a balance, Mr. David. To be 
born a gentleman of a great race — ^'tis a grand thing, no 
doubt 'tis; but there's compensation in being born lower 
down whiles. Indeed, yes, yes. There was me. Take 
me, Mr. Owen, when my poor father went his way. To be 
sure, and it's not for me to be casting a stone on his 
tomb, and him in the churchyard at Gwentlyon this sixty 
years ; but he was a heavy drinker, my father. And when 
my poor mother and I came to look at things, well now, to 
be sure, that's what they said to us, same as what they 
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said to you. You'll have to sell stock and crop, and give 
up the farm.' We that had held it, father and son, from 
the days beyond the harrying of Cromwell! Aye, in- 
deed P* 

The old man stopped, shook his head, chuckled and be- 
came absorbed in far reminiscences. The ragged ends of 
his beard wagged with the silent movement of his jaws. 
David had been listening intently, his eyes on the ground. 
With parted lips the little boy turned his gaze with ab- 
sorbed interest from one to the other. It was he who 
broke the pause. 

"Will you please tell me what you did then, Mr. Price?" 
The farmer returned to present matters, with a be- 
nignant smile at the prettily spoken request. 

"Ah, look you, little master, being, as I just now be 
telling Mr. Owen here, one of the workers born, I laughed 
in the neighbors' faces. ^Give up the farm,' I says ; ^that's 
a good joke,' I says. ^Never, and, indeed, not while I 
have hands to work with. So they'll give me time, I'll 
do the work of two.' And sheep are very paying stock, 
little Master John. But, indeed, the man that would 
make his money out of the kind beasts, he must see after 
them for himself night and early. Indeed, yes, yes. You 
remember what the Book says, Mr. David, about the hire- 
ling and the shepherd? *The Good Shepherd is He that 
giveth His life for the flock. The hireling will flee.' Aye, 
and indeed ! And yet again : *The sheep know the voice 
of the shepherd.' That is the way with it, whatever. He 
knew. But there's no life for a gentleman bom. Think 
of it, little master. Out all the cold night in the lambing 
season. Aye, and if the snow come 'twill be a fight, likely 
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— a fight, so to speak, between life and death itself. It's 
not ever the hireling will have the heart for it. No, in- 
deed.'' 

The clear child voice brought the rambling wisdom 
back to th^ question at issue. 

"And they didn't make you sell, Mr. Price?" 

The old man gave his contented laugh. 

"Why, indeed, no, no, not they. Master Johnny; and 
many is the hard word they gave me for a fool! And 
many is the hard year we did be having, my poor mother 
and I, and, to be sure, there were times when she was the 
worst of all against me, poor soul ! I couldn't let her keep 
as much as a bit of a wench to mop for her whatever. 
But times were never so bad that I went back in my heart 
upoti the word I had given myself. I kept Pentril and 
I have Pentril. And my grandson will have Pentril and 

be a richer man than ever I was ^" He broke off, and 

shot a sudden, anxious glance at his landlord. There 
came a quaver in his tones. "And, indeed, Mr. Williams 
having renewed the lease for nine-and-ninety years, no 
later than Lady Day these five years gone, there's none 
would have the right to interfere with us Prices at Pen- 
tril, to be sure, the law being the law — ^be it even as they 
sell Treowen for you?" 

David lifted his downcast glance. 

"Treowen shall not be sold," he said, in a slow, dreamy 
voice. 

"Oh, Davy — Oh, Davy," cried his brother, in tones 
vibrant with joy. 

David's dark eyes flashed. A fugitive smile came te 
his lips. Releasing his hand from Johnny's clasp, lie 
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spread it and its fellow before him and looked down at 
them — strong, clear-cut, sunburned, the hands of a sports- 
man! 

Then he turned to the old farmer : 

*HJood-by, Mr. Price ; I am glad to have met you.*' 



m 



^Fm in a position, I repeat," said the agent cheerfully, 
*^o tell you that you can get a fancy price for Treowen. 
Your poor father laughed when I came to him with Mr. 
towell-Wannemaker's offer. Well, your poor father was 
flever one to hear reason. He wouldn't face the position 
at alL But as it turns out, it's all the better for you 
now. The chap — calls himself American, bit of a German 
Jew, I fancy; well, that's neither here nor there — ^has set 
bis heart upon it; says there's been an alliance between 
the Powells and the Owens of Treowen — ^time of the Wars 
of the Roses, he said." Mr. Williams gave a sudden dry 
chuckle. "You may trust me to keep him to the mark 
now. m not let him abate a jot whatever." 

The speaker leaned forward and began to check, on 
one square finger after another, each advantageous item 
M he defined it. 

"He'll take the place as a whole, money down. You'll 
he able to pay off all mortgages right away, start clear 
of debt. Clear of debt, young man, and have a comfor- 
table little fortune besides — something like eighty thou- 
sand to invest! What do you say to that? Why, with 
^hat comes to jou both out of your mother^ a ioitvmfc wA. 
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the pickings here and there, you and my little friend 
Master Johnny could start life with something nearer 
three thousand a yeai; than two. Say two thousand a 
year for yourself! Two thousand a year and no en- 
cumbrance! Come, come, my dear young sir," said Mr. 
Williams, somewhat impatiently, as the listener's attitude 
of silence and passivity became ever more pronounced, 
^^there is no good in looking at the black side of things. 
Many would consider you a very fortunate young man, 
let me tell you. Good heavens, isn't everybody selling 
nowadays? Look about you. Three out of every four 
of the old estates in the county have passed out of the 
original hands. You'll always be Owen, you know, if not 
of Treowen." His voice dropped suddenly, and his ges- 
ticulating hands fell on his knees. ^^Owen you remain, 
you'll always be Owen," he repeated, with an effort; 
"that's a birthright no turn of the wheel can rob you of." 

Still David did not reply. 

They were together in what was called the oak parlor, 
the wonderful paneled room that had been his father's 
study. One of the peculiarities of the ancient dwelling 
upon which Powell-Wannemaker had cast his coveting 
eye was its freedom from the box-like gloom so generally 
associatoiit with the panel-and-beam period. The ceiling 
here, beautifully decorated in plaster relief, was singu- 
larly lofty, and the high, wide Tudor-mullioned window, 
recessed on a dais, let in a flood of sunset light. ' The 
rosy rays caught David's olive cheek on one side and 
stained it red, also the hand that held his cold pipe. 

He looked up at last, and fixed his adviser with a long, 
pondering g&ze. 
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"I shall remain Owen of Treowen. Fm not going to 
selL" 

"But, my dear boy Pooh, pooh, pooh!'* 

Mr. Williams jumped to his feet. Small, thick-set, he 
was a typical Welshman, with dark, hawk-like features 
and vivacious eyes, that looked all the more vividly black 
by contrast with a whitening crop of hair. "But, my 
dear Mr. Owen !" 

He puffed incredulity, reprobation, annoyance. Hero 
had he been, for the second time that day, elaborately 
explaining the one course that lay open to the heir of so 
mimy entanglements — a course unexpectedly made easy. 
Was he to be countered by this nonsense? Sentimental 
nonsense it was, unworthy of a reasonable being. Then 
his irate glance softened. A hard case, truly! Owen 
and Treowen — ^none knew better than Trevor Williams, 
bom and bred in the Vale of Llangethly, what it must 
mean to part the two. But, nowadays, when things might 
have been so much worse, and 

^^t isn't as if there was any other way out. Indeed, 
my dear young gentleman, have I not been over it, and 
through it, and round it a thousand times? Have I not 
struggled and battled? Has not my hair grown gray 
over it? Who knows the facts if I don't? You'll have 
to sell or be sold. And God knows, if you let it come to 
that, if you'd have a farthing left apiece, you and the 
little boy, whatever ! You can't keep Mr. Powell- Wanne- 
maker waiting too long, mind you. He's got an eye on 
St. Colums yonder by the coast. Aye, indeed, and Lord 
Penpergan ready to sell, too, and quite willing to al- 
low him" — again Mr. Williams was shaken Yi^ onft ol 
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his cackling laughs— «^^to claim a graft on the family 
tree." 

**He'd better fix it up with Lord Penpergan, then.'* 

*Tshaw! You're mad, Mr. David. You don't know 
what you're talking about." 

**I know quite well." 

^^And when you've paid the interest on the mortgage, 
the interest to the bank and the upkeep — the estate roofs 
and walls alone, young man, take a terrible lot of money 
in the year — and the mortgagees down sharp if there's as 
much as a slate loose or a gate off the hinges, what's left 
you for house and stable and garden and preserves?" 

His voice rang out almost in a scream. To say truth, 
his own heart was very sore, and opposition exasperated 
the pain. 

David got up in his turn. He went over and stood 
beneath the armoried stone hood of the chimney, and 
absently knocked his still tightly filled pipe over the 
embers. 

^^I thought if I sold Llantilly and let them put up the 
factory father was so angry about, Fd get something for 
that, shouldn't I?" He wheeled round as he spoke, and 
put the question sharply. 

"You'd get — ^you'd get something, of course. Pshaw! 
What of that? What would it amount to? Thirty thou- 
sand won't clear you ^" 

"It will help to clear me." 

"Well, then, how are you better off? What will it 
leave you to live on? It isn't a bit of use, you can't 
keep up \]i^ place. You couldn't live like a gentleman 
Aere." 
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**I don't mean to live Kke a gentleman. But I mean 
to live here.'* 

Mr. Williams roUed his eyes ; he opened his mouth and 
shut it again two or three times without being able to 
find a word. 

**I mean to farm." 

"Good God — a gentleman farmer! We all know what 
that costs ! And, indeed, you could not hit upon a quicker 
way of losing your money- — the money you haven't got, 
mind youP' 

"I said a farmer; I did not say a gentleman farmer. 
I shall cut the gentleman." 

"Good God!" said Mr. Williams again. 

"I shall keep no more servants than a farmer need 
keep. I shall have no stables except what a farmer may 
have. I shall put down the shooting. I shall be a sheep 
farmer. It pays. I may breed horses later. I know 
that pays too. I shall work myself, as the farmer does. 
I shall be no gentleman farmer. I am going to be a hard- 
working man — at Treowen." 

**Good God," said Mr. Williams for the third time. 
He tottered to his seat, sank helplessly on it, and, rolling 
his black eyes up at his young patron, once more dubbed 
him mad. 

David remained unmoved. The elder man's excitement 
fell of itself. He broke off in the middle of an ejaculation 
and stared at his companion's set face. The country- 
town lawyer, agent of a great estate, accustomed to deal 
with many different classes of humanity, becomes fairly 
well versed in the reading of character, and Ti p ^or Wil- 
liams had a naturally acute intelligence. H.e xecogKO*^ 
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suddenly that all opposition was as futile as the beating 
of the Usk waters against the stones of its bridge. 

"I may as well spare my breath," he said at last. 
"You've got that much of your poor father, if little else 
— ^his obstinacy. Well, you know where it led him.'' 

"You shall see where it leads me," answered David 
gently. 

When he smiled, as he did now, his face became singu- 
larly charming. A second ago the adviser had added to 
his remark about obstinacy the inward disparagement: 
"He has certainly not inherited his father's looks." Now 
he found himself thinking in involuntary admiration: 
"As handsome a lad as ever Treowen has bred!" 



IV 



Ladt Celia Mobgan sat in the chair of state in the 
Hall of Treowen, and regarded David with a mixed ex- 
pression on her charming face ; frank curiosity was there 
intermingled with a grudging admiration and general 
discontent. That was nothing; Lady Celia was always 
discontented, only the degree varied between the humor- 
ous (when she was in a good temper) and the overbearing 
(when she happened to be seriously ruffled). 

She was a very handsome woman, with eyes the color 
of amber and wonderful hair several shades deeper. She 
was the daughter of a duke, the wife of the richest man 
in the county, and little John's godmother. 

Johnny himself was leaning against the chair, his grave 
^ze dxed on her face. He was very fond of her for two 
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reasons: first, because she was beautiful, and he loved 
beautiful things ; secondly, because she was a great lady, 
not only by ri^t, but by bearing, and his aristocratic 
instincts were already highly pronounced. 

David stood in his favorite attitude against the chim- 
ney-piece. His eyebrows were drawn together with a 
faint expression of annoyance. It was not that any 
argument his visitor used carried more conviction than 
those of Mr. Williams; but he found it harder to main- 
tain his point against this fair, domineering friend. Her 
reasoning, too, was not of the kind that admits of logical 
discussion. 

"Sell Treowen ! I never heard anythin' so silly P' Lady 
Celia had a deep, musical, drawling voice. She invari- 
ably dropped her final gr'«, and she had a singular trick 
of pronunciation by which the letter a became aw; it 
added to the softness of her speech. . • . 

"Sell Treowen! Of course you couldn't sell Treowen. 
Why should you? To pay off mortgages? Nobody ever 
pays off mortgages. Fawther never did. That's why 
Devonport had to marry an heiress." A gleam came into 
her brooding, golden eye. **0h, dear, how stupid men 
are! The idea of you and Mr. Williams workin' your- 
selves up into this state ! You'll marry an heiress, David 
dear. You can hold on two or three years, can't you? 
Lots of men marry as young as that. Then you'll marry 
an heiress. Any heiress. She'll jump at you. There are 
plenty about, really." Her beautiful orbs became clouded 
again. The note of cheerful inspiration left her voice. 
"Of course I shall mind it dreadfully myself. I always 
meant you to marry mj L'ttle Peg.^^ 
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^^eg!" exclaimed David, amused out of the sense of 
weariness and futility that was closing about him. ^^Why, 
Lady Celia, she's not nine yet." 

**You'd have been just the right age for her," pursued 
Lady Celia in her discontented way. **What's a man 
worth before he's thirty-four? I meant to bring her up 
quite Welsh. I like Treowen. And you would have been 
just the sort of kind, quiet, huntin' husband that makes 
a girl happy." 

"Fll marry Peg," said Johnny unexpectedly, **if David 
can't." 

His brother broke into loud laughter, but Johnny's 
godmother turned a serious, considering gaze upon him. 

^TTou're only a second son, Johnny dawlin'," she said 
then with perfect gravity. "I wanted Treowen for Mar- 
garet. And, of course, if David is goin' to give up the 
University and turn himself into a laborin' man, clippin' 
the sheep and slicin' turnips for them, he'll grow horrid 
and coarse and stupid by the time Margaret's old 
enough." 

**It's the only way to keep Treowen," patiently said 
its young master. 

"Nonsense. A nice girl with twenty thousand a year, 
or even ten ^" 

"Oh, please don't let us joke aboiit that any more." 

"It isn't a joke. I never was more in earnest in my 
Kfe." 

• "Ah, then, I'm in earnest too. Never, never ! I won't 
sell Treowen, but I won't sell myself either." 

The high-born lady lifted her gaze thoughtfully upon 
David, and he looked back at her very steadily. 
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*^Well, I always liked you, David, and I think it rather 
hard on me.'* The plaintive note predominated. **Little 
Peggy would have been so safe. Now she'll marry some 
horrid kind of young Guardsman with a past." She 
caught herself up and glanced at her godson ; and, start- 
ing upon a new grievance, **Are you," she asked, **going 
to turn Johnny here into a shepherd boy?" 

Johnny flushed to the roots of his fair hair. He shot 
a quick look at his brother, the look of a child struck, 
too proud to cry out. There came a heavy silence. 
David's troubled gaze fell upon the small figure, while 
thought chased thought with giddy rapidity in his mind. 
How handsome the little fellow was! What an air of 
breeding, of distinction, was his! Frail, slender, lovely, 
marked by Nature as one set apart and away from the 
sordid toil of life, he was indeed the fine and delicate 
flower of a proud race. Was Johnny to be brought down 
with the world too? To "cut" the gentleman and turn 
into a clodhopper with his elder? Yet, how could it be 
otherwise? To kfeep Johnny at his present expensive 
school, to send him on later to Eton, would mean a charge 
of at least three hundred a year, increasing in proportion 
as army or university days came for him. Even if this 
outlay could be afforded, would it not be the utmost folly 
to bring the lad up in such fashion only in the end to set 
him out in life upon some miserable pittance? 

The sensible course, doubtless the kinder too, was to 
find a good, inexpensive, practical school for the boy, 
where he would be duly educated and prepared for the 
struggle he, too, would have to make in the 'woxld, "ftw^.^ 
as David looked, all sense of prudence, all tlie \aJaoYvwj& 
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conclusions of reason were swept away in a rush of feel- 
ing. Whatever might happen in the future, he would not 
have Johnnj sacrificed now. He would not condenm this 
sensitive child to the torment of the second-class school: 
part him from his natural associations, and have him 
brought up — to earn his bread. If this meant harder 
work for himself here at Treowen, well, then, he would 
work harder. If there were further renunciations in- 
volved in it — so long as only he had to make them he 
would not shrink. The one thing he could never bring 
himself to endure was to see that look on Johnny's face 
again. 

Lady Celia, with parted lips, gazing at her young host, 
saw a kind of illumination come into his countenance as 
he contemplated his little brother. The tears started to 
her eyes. 

"Johnny shall not be a shepherd boy," said David, 
and smiled. He said this to Johnny himself, then he 
turned to Lady Celia. "Perhaps you'll let him marry 
Peggy in the end, for he might, after all, have Tre- 



owen." 



Lady Celia was startled. 

"I don't want to marry your heiress, you see. And 
I should not, certainly, want to marry a dairymaid. So 
it's likely that I may not marry at all. Johnny here 
would have Treowen then. I hope you wouldn't mind 
him for a son-in-law, even if he were a Guardsman, would 
you?" 

"Oh, what nonsense you are talkin'," cried Lady Celia 
petulantly. The tears ran down her cheeks. She caught 
Johnny into her arms and kissed him. 
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"Everythin's very horrid," she said, as she got up 
to go, "except Johnny" — then she paused, her voice 
took a note of genuine emotion, "and you, David," she 
added. 

"David, I wouldn't mind ^" 

Lady CeKa had gone, and the two were alone. Johnny 
touched his brother's hand timidly. "I'd like, indeed, Fd 
like to help you. And I wouldn't mind being poor, and 
going to another school — ^nor the sheep." 

*TliOok here," said the elder, and there was a wholesome 
breeziness in his voice, "you've just got to let me manage 
for you. It's all right, old man," he went on quickly* 
"You'll see what fine things we'll do yet, you and I P' 

That night, coming up late, after long cogitation over 
his father's papers, an impulse made David enter his little 
brother's bedroom. To his surprise he found a light 
there. Old Nanny was sitting at the foot of the bed, 
behind the big scrapwork screen, dating from the previous 
generation. A single candle was on the table beside her, 
it flung a monstrous shadow of her capped head across 
wall and ceiling. The Bible lay open on her knee — she 
was a great reader of the Word — she got up and put her 
finger to her lips as David entered. 

**Is Johnny not well?" he whispered anxiously. 

No, Johnny was not ill, she reassured him, but indeed, 
the poor child had been fretted and overdone. She had 
had all the trouble in life to get him off to sleep. She 
picked up a sheet of paper from the table and handed it 
to David. It was scrawled with calculations in an elab- 
orate round hand, beginning with: "If I sell my pony,'* 
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and ending up with, ^^a handsome possible income from 
rabbits.'' 

^^He has a very conscientious nature whatevery" said 
the old woman. Johnny, the last of three generations of 
nurslings, was her darling. ^^And, indeed, he's taken it 
into his head that it's too much money he'll be costing 
you." 

David's mouth twitched. He stuffed the paper into 
his pocket and went round the screen. In the dim light 
he could just distinguish the delicate face flushed with 
recent weeping, pressed against the pillow, the hand which 
lay outflung on the silken eiderdown: a hand singularly 
unlike that of the usual little boy — ^pale, long-fingered 
and slender. The conviction forced upon David a few 
hours before renewed itself now with increased emphasis. 
Johnny was not born to battle with the world. It would 
have to be made easy for him. Not only in the present 
but in the future too. 

David had been going into figures also, pouring over 
accounts downstairs and he had come up despondent. 
Mr. Williams had assured him that he could not save 
Treowen; he was beginning to find out for himself the 
appalli];ig nature of the struggle that lay before him in 
carrying out his resolve to do so. Now he was deliber- 
ately charging himself with another burden. 

It was not enough to save Treowen, it must be saved 
for Johnny. It was a double purpose he would have in 
life; with every moment it became more closely one. It 
was no longer Treowen and Johnny, it was Treowen for 
Johnny. He measured the depth and extent of self- 
abnegation demanded of him and did not quail. 
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David Owen, standing beside his brother's bed, made 
Iiis vows of knighthood without a backward thought. 
There are natures, such as these, that can in a single 
impulse leap to the trumpet-call of self-sacrifice at its 
highest and hardest. With them it is destined to be no 
mere passing mood of sentiment, but a devotion enduring 
and complete. 

The old woman looked at her master curiously as by 
and by she parted from him at the door, holding the 
candle high, to light him along the dark passage. On his 
face, marked with lines of gravity, strained with mental 
fatigue, there was a new serenity — a serenity both stern 
and sweet. 

The Welsh are a mystic race; old Nanny went back 
to her watch beside her well-beloved charge, muttering 
to herself: ^^Behold an angel of the Lord spake with 
him. • • •" 



BOOK I 



JOHNNY'S BROTHER 



Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori, — Hoback. 
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'Why did the lamp go out?" 
"I shaded it vnth my cloak, to save it from 
the vjind. . . ." — Rabikdraxath Taoore. 



THE SHEPHERD AND THE HOPE 

THE years that had passed between his father's 
death and this tenth anniversary of it seemed 
both long and short to David Owen as he looked 
back upon them; an endless chain of days filled to the 
brim with successive toils ; the hand to hand fight to wrest 
from nature at first a bare living dole, then that slow 
yet steady increase which was to make his great sacrifice 
worth the while. Hard-pressed, strenuous, austere, the 
years had swung by: the old life of pleasure and leisure 
was but as the memory of a dream. It appeared to him 
now that he must have always risen in the small hours of 
the morning in the chilly exquisite spring dawns ; in the 
faw darknesses of winter. Always he had tramped, or 
ridden, or worked with his own hand among his men the 
day through ; wrangled in the market town ; gone stagger- 
ing across the snow blizzard with the new-bom lamb in his 
*nns; sweltered the long hot August noons by the dip- 
ping ponds. Always he had come home at night, so dog- 
bred that he was scarce ensconced in his chair by the 
lone hearth before sleep overpowered him. Every Sunday 
ne had broken the Sabbath rest with the casting of ac- 
<^oants. Had he ever been able to sit down and read for 
^^ idle hour? Had there been a time when a walk, much 
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less a journey, could be without a thought of gain or loss ; 
without some purpose of duty to his life's work? He had 
bound himself to serve Treowen. And Treowen had been 
a hard master, had driven him like a slave. The best 
years of his manhood had come and gone and found him 
with his eyes still fixed upon his task. 

He had not faltered. It had been harder than he had 
anticipated; harder in every way; and the rewards had 
been grudging. It had meant a complete abnegation of 
most of the things that to one of his class make life worth 
living. 

A man may determine and carry through some single 
act of heroism easily enough; it is another thing to carry 
it through inch by inch, as it were, through the stretch- 
ing years. But David, though his heart had failed him 
more than once, had held on. He had unflinchingly ad- 
hered to his initial resolves. He had from the first cut 
himself adrift from all the amenities of gentility. Social 
life had become non-existent to him; the company of his 
peers a forgotten taste. He had "dropped the gentle- 
man" as he had sworn to do and become the farmer : since 
no gentleman was ever known to farm and profit. But 
though the renunciation had been prompt, profits had 
been delayed. 

It does not take long for a man to be forgotten once 
he sets his will that way. Most of the important neigh- 
bors of Treowen by this time regarded its master as a 
being either too eccentric or too obstinately foolish to be 
worth further cultivation; just a few had kindly feelings 
toward him. But even these had given up the fruitless 
effort of endeavoring to draw him once more among them. 
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Only Lady Celia still frequented Treowen. And David 
would not have wished relations to lapse between them 
because she was too valuable a friend for Johnny. It 
had, indeed, become an established custom for the lad to 
spend the chief part of his holidays at Penarth. Tre- 
owen, shut up but for two or three living rooms, staffed 
only by faithful Nanny and a wild servant girl, had be- 
come too rough a place in David's eyes for the delicately 
nurtured, unconsciously fastidious Eton boy. Two or 
three days picnicking was very great fun ; and both broth- 
ers enjoyed it to the utmost — ^holidays more truly for the 
elder than for the younger, but David was relentless in 
his determination to keep Johnny from the ugly side of his 
own penurious existence. He had said to himself and to 
the boy that he intended one Owen to remain a gentle- 
man. There was no doubt a far-seeing, protective tender- 
ness in his decision to accept the Morgans' kindly offer; 
but there was also a secret pride. He could not have 
borne to see Johnny turn with disgust from a coarse 
meal, look bored with the perpetual talk of ewes and 
wethers, of uplands and lowlands ; to note a critical glance 
cast on his own earth-soiled garments, on his toil-marked 
hands. 

For a few days life together went very well; for long 
weeks the strain would have been an impossible one ; above 
all during those first years of well-nigh superhuman ef- 
forts and recurrent disappointments, when to keep going 
at all, pay his way, and not encroach on the fund laid 
aside for John's expenses, required a rigidity of retrench- 
ment that amounted to black penury. 

Well, that time of trial was long over ! The last three 
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jears the tide of fortune had begun to roll steadily in 
favor of Treowen. David, as he had planned, had found 
himself able to start horse breeding; and the speculation 
had proved from the first successful. 

And on this morning— a day charged with so many 
painful memories — there had come to him a final tri- 
imiphant vindication. A seam of anthracite had been 
located on some outlying portion of the estate. Accord- 
ing to the experts' report there was every indication that 
the find was of the most promising character. 

The possessor of Treowen, definitely converted from 
a hard-working farmer to a prospective millionaire, sat 
gazing at the letter. He was astonished to find how 
curiously undated he felt. He was not even sure as yet 
that the change would make for his content and peace of 
mind. He had been proud of his victories over circum- 
stances. At the beginning of the race he had been heavily 
handicapped. Doggedly he had held on. Those swift 
runners which so often outpace the struggling man at 
the start of his career — doubt, despondency, despair — 
had been left far behind. The obstacles which had reared 
themselves before him — ^unforeseen disappointments, un- 
avoidable disasters — ^he had set his teeth and leaped over. 
Now that hand over hand, so to speak, he was reaching 
his goal, he was told that he need strive no more. He 
could dismount from the steed of courage that had borne 
him so gallantly and against such odds. He could, if he 
chose, take his place among the loungers. There was 
enough for him now, as well as for Johnny ! 

David roused himself from his abstraction. He had not 
flushed his letter; be read on: 
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The Brendrod Dale Company are quite willing to take 
it up on royalties which it would be folly to refuse. At 
least so it seems to me. It is much the simpler plan^ as 
well as less risky^ to accept this proposal. It relieves you 
of all responsibilities and places your future and that of 
Mr. John upon a most advantageous footing. 

My dear Mr. Owen^ I congratulate you indeed. We 
are now rewarded for what I may^ without vanity^ style 
our splendid stand against adversity. 

David had smiled as he read. For some years — ^indeed 
from the first hour of success — the excellent Trevor Wil- 
liams had been completely oblivious of the part he had 
played in dissuading, discouraging, prognosticating mis- 
fortune to the man who would Hot listen to advice. 

**And it was the good day we agreed to stick to the 
land, Mr. Owen,'' was now a phrase often on his lips. 

The letter proceeded upon an even more remarkable 
note of self-congratulation. 

It strikes me now that our old friend^ Mr. Powell-Wan- 
nemaker^ may have had some inkling of the hidden treasure 
on the estate^ when he offered such a remarkable price for 
it. It was a special providence^ whatever^ that induced 
us to refuse that last really fantastic sum. I was tempted 
— ^though^ Welshman as I am, my heart agreed only too 
ardently for a man of business, in your feeling that no 
purse was deep enough to buy Treowen from an Owen. 

The fellow, by the way, never indulged his fancy for 
Welsh castles, after all, in spite of his talk about St. 
Colum's. But it may be worth mentioning that he is direc- 
tor in the White Rose collieries, near Cardiff (Grummell 
& Fischers, as you may know). I doubt indeed it was not 
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the Powell bloody if ever he had any in his veins^ that 
stirred him in our direction. 

The lord of Treowen folded this letter slowly ; inserted 
it in the long blue envelope containing the report, and 
placed it in the breast pocket of his worn corduroy 
jacket. Then he got up, crossed the floor, mounted the 
steps of the window dais, and stood looking back into the 
room. 

The oak parlor, his father's study of yore, was his 
living-room. Economy reigned at Treowen, in spite of 
increasing prosperity; until the last mortgage was paid 
off David had not intended to relax, for even then there 
was the future, Johnny's future, to be built up. Here 
he had sat, just ten years ago, and heard the doom of 
his family pronounced. And here, a little later, in the 
sunset, he had fought against the sentence; had refused 
submission. 

The gate-legged table near the hearth bore the rem- 
nants of just such a rough substantial meal as the farmer 
who has been on his rounds since dawn expects to find 
ready for his return. At the Jacobean writing-bureau 
against the wall how many dismal nights he had toiled 
wrestling with figures and facts which might well have 
broken down a cleverer man — agonized almost at times, 
yet still holding on ! 

But there, too, he had known many a good experience ; 
from that trivunphant moment when the long blxx^J of 
figures totaled at last a balance on the right side, to that 
bland hour only last week, when he had sent the check 
that finally cleared the mortgage on Pentgellard lands. 
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The stud-farm had more than fulfilled his expectations; 
and the recent purchases of the two friendly young Ger- 
man officers who had been hunting all the winter in Gwent- 
shire had practically cleared him of his best nags while 
80 satisfactorily restoring his credit. 

He sank down on the deep window-seat; mechanically 
drew his pipe and turned his eyes and thoughts upon the 
outer world* He loved to smoke that morning pipe and 
take his brief rest, and pause for thought in this spot 
before tackling the day's work again. Standing so high, 
Treowen dominated from the angle of this window an 
immense stretch of champaign. During those first years, 
it was here he had planned, staring out upon the wide 
panorama, many advantageous dispositions of the land. 
Here he had made up his mind to cut down the whole of 
the lower oak woods — a sacrifice which had added no 
despicable siun to his small initial capital. It was here 
he had decided upon the draining of the marshes by the 
river, now his best pastures. It was here, too, that, spring 
after spring, he had seen his flocks increase; watched 
without compunction the gradual encroachment of hay 
and turnip and potato field on the great park land, the 
whilom pride of Treowen and pleasure "if his ancestors. 

He had taken no shame to have haycocks beneath his 
very, windows ; nor to see the first great black furrow run 
across the green glade. Indeed he had marked with a 
farmer's eye the straightness of the line. 

Now, as he sat and puffed at his briar, there came to 
him a sudden picture of Treowen before the change. The 
ten years which had, a little while ago, seemed to spread 
to such endless length between him and that day of death, 
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shrank to nothing. It appeared but an hour ago that he 
had stood blankly staring forth upon this fair acene. 
The echo of Mr. Williams' pronouncement was ringing 
in his ears : **There is nothing for it, you must sell Tre- 
owen." 

His fixed gaze no more beheld the spring grass growing 
high and lush; the wild tangles of neglected shrubberies 
against the terrace wall; the dark red glistening field, 
just below the steps where three or four men were busy 
setting potatoes; nor beyond again, the long patch of 
disfigured, dark and mutilated woodland. He saw instead 
the emerald green turf, spreading with the sheen of yelvet 
in the sunshine up to the borders of jonquil and early 
tulip. The almond blossom was tail and rosy at the back 
of the azalea beds, where each neat bush was bursting in 
the spring green. A small company of deer passed from 
one golden oak wood to the other, a flight of shadow 
creatures. 

There was great beauty in the vision which memory 
evoked with such unexpected vividness before him — ^great 
art also. In the foreground bands of color in ordered 
masses and exquisite gradation — the old-world dignity of 
clipped hedges, of flagged paths, of stone vases brimming 
with flowers. Farther away a wildness no less disciplined 
and opulent ; those miles of park land deer-haunted ; cun- 
ningly grouped plantation. The picture in fine of a great 
estate administered by a man of keen artistic taste, and 
what so often goes with it, unbridled extravagance. 

David remembered how he had flung himself out of the 
house and hung upon the fence, battling against the doom 
that had been laid upon him ; and how he had come to his 
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decision without any reason, at a mere cry of the heart; 
how he had known himself too intimately rooted in the 
«oil of Treowen to survive a parting; and how, strong in 
his new purpose, he had turned homewards and met little 
Johnny running toward him, the sunshine on his fair head. 

Once again he seemed to feel the touch of the small 
cold fingers in his — Johnny! He had kept his word 
there, too. 

David came back to the present with a start. 

A shadow had fallen between him and the light without. 
Here was Johnny himself, coming across the young 
meadow grass where had once been the close-shorn bowl- 
ing green. The past merged into the present as with a 
click of machinery. The little boy, with the clinging 
hands, and the tossed curly head was no more. Here was 
Johnny, tall and blond and nineteen, the most exquisitely 
tomed-out undergraduate that ever issued from the 
threshold of Christchurch. 

Johnny had remained fair, as in his childhood, and had 
kept much of his childish delicacy of feature. But the 
seriousness and reserve of his early days had given place 
to a bubbling effervescence of healthful spirits. Perhaps 
both attitudes served the same purpose, that of sedu- 
lously concealing anything in the way of emotion. There 
seemed to be nothing in life as it presented itself to him 
that did not afford matter for a joke. He now hailed 
his brother with a shout in the absurd idiom he deemed 
appropriate to the Welshman. 

"Hallo, Mr. Owen, whatever! And how's sheep this 
morning? There's nice it is for lamb, indeed!*' 

"Johnny, is it possible?" exclaimed the elder. He stood 
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looking down through the window, his face beaming. 
Here was the dearest being on earth to him ! ^^Fd no 
idea you were coming.'* 

The undergraduate shifted the soft hat to the back of 
his head. A rim of clipped silver-fair curls shone above 
his white forehead. It was one of Johnny's trials that 
his pale opaque skin refused to sunburn. He stood with 
legs apart and proceeded to light a cigarette, looking up 
the while with a kind of affectionate impudence at the 
broad figure that leaned out of the open casement. 

^^I didn't know I was coming myself, Davy bach; meant 
to be glued to the books and my old coach — Lord, that 
is a slow coach — regular hearse whatever! Couldn't 
stick it out! Easter time of joy — ^isn't that Scriptural 
and proper? Sudden thought came to me last night. 
Why be unscriptural? So I took train and rolled down. 
I'm at Lady Celia's. And, by the way, Peggy has ridden 
over with me." 

David knew that he ought to have been shocked and 
grieved if not irate at this open disregard of engagements 
solemnly entered into. It had been Johnny's own sug- 
gestion that he should spend the Easter vacation reading 
up for his next examination! It showed a lamentable 
want of stability that he should thus cast away his good 
resolutions; but David could not find anything in his 
heart but gladness and sympathy. The gladness was 
for himself and the sympathy for Johnny. So he merely 
smiled down at the goodly youth in the spring sunshine 
and asked: 

**What have you done with Peggy, then?" 

**She's in the stables. No," he glanced over his shoul- 
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der, "here she comes! There's bold that girl is, Davy! 
She won't let me out of her sight.'* 

He flung the words loudly over his shoulder in the 
direction of Miss Morgan, who, a quaintly attractive 
figure, in the long tunic coat and breeches affected by 
the latter-day Amazon, came striding, high-booted, into 
view. She made a leap at the young man and aimed a 
box at his ear which he deftly eluded. He started run- 
ning, in mock alarm. She darted after him in hot pursuit 
but, hampered by her riding boots, had little chance of 
catching him. Mocking he kept just out of reach. At 
last he let himself be seized and pommeled; little gloved 
fists hammering with right goodwill. Her hat had fallen 
off; her hair had become loosened from the plait and 
hung disheveled about her. Glorious dark hair it was — 
with copper lights in its curls. She was small and slen- 
derly built, with little of her mother's dominating beauty, 
but a delicate prettiness all her own. To David she 
seemed a mere child. Johnny took his belaboring philo- 
sophically ; and at the conclusion, caught the little flushed 
face between his hands and kissed it deliberately on either 
cheek. Then he looked up at David and laughed : 

**Don't be shocked ; Peggy and I are engaged — at least, 
we are going to be. Peggy likes it, and so do I. Bless 
him. Peg, he's blushing! Don't blush for us, David bach. 
We should never dream of doing it for ourselves, should 
we, Peggy?" 

David was a simple man and he had old-fashioned ideas. 
It was true that he had colored. His brother's free and 
easy caress offended a certain inner dignity; and if he 
had found words in his embarrassment, they would have 
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been rebuking. Yet the smile remained on his lips. They 
were so handsome, the pair of them, and so young ! 

"We're coming up,** said Johnny, "and we're dread- 
fully hungry, aren't we. Peg? Nanny must rummage out 
something for us and then I'm going to show Peg the 
house. She's never been right through it — ^have you, 
Peg? — ^not since she was a kid, anyhow. Here's your 
hat, child, come along." 

They set off running together; his arm round her 
shoulders. David heard their laughter and merry voices 
float away to ring out again within the house. It was 
like an April gust rushing in from the fields. Their fly- 
ing feet and their happy laughter echoed through the 
vaulted hall. He came down from the window recess. 
The look of doubt had left his eyes, and the smile his 
lips. A tenderness, too deep to be anything but grave, 
filled his heart. 

Life and love, the future of the old house, all he had 
toiled for ! He forgot the message of wealth in his breast 
pocket. It seemed to him that in a little while he would 
have nothing left to desire. 
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PEGrGY, my dear," said John Owen, "you must allow 
me — I must beg of you to tie up your hair before 
old Nanny comes in. I do not wish that ancient 
and revered dame to think her nursling is going to espouse 
a wild Injun nor yet a lunatic escaped from the padded 
room." 

The girl tossed off her soft hat and began to push 
back the thick tresses, with a grimace at her young lover 
to remove any possible impression of submissiveness. 
Johnny surveyed her judiciously. 

**Plait it tight, Peggy. YouVe got a wisp over your 
left ear. Tut-tut! Allow me, my dear. Where's your 
ribbon? Out on the grass? Tut, there's wild for you! 
Never mind, here's a nice bit of red tape from brother 
David's writing-table. And if you wouldn't mind, my 
love, taking a seat at the breakfast-table there, old 
Nanny (whom I hear coming along) will escape the shock 
of your legs. I'd like to break her gradually to Nanny," 
he added gravely, turning to David. "Too late!" He 
flung up his hands with a dramatic gesture. "For God's 
sake, Peggy, at least sit down!" 

The door opened, and the old woman entered, scolding 
as she came. 
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*^And indeed, Master David, Fd not forgotten the 
breakfast things whatever. There's twice it is the bell's 
gone." She paused, stared, and clapped her hands to- 
gether; wet hands, fresh from the washtub, that she had 
been wiping angrily in a comer of her apron. ^^And is it 
thee. Master Johnny, my dear, dear boy! There's glad 
I am !" 

*^And there's glad, I am, Nanny bach. Indeed, what- 
ever, look you !" 

Johnny hugge4 his old nurse with right goodwill. 

Nanny clutched the youth tremulously. 

^^Maxeredd auwl! and to think, when Bessie ran in with 
her story of the two young gentlemen that were riding 
up, never did I have a thought whatever ^" 

Johnny interrupted with a shoUt: 

"Two young gentlemen ! You remind me of my man- 
ners. Pray allow me to introduce Mr. Pegtop Mor- 
gan ^" 

"Oh, nonsense, Johnny. Fm Peggy, Mrs. Price. Don't 
you remember me?" 

^Mawredd autdl** cried Mrs. Price in another tone. 
'Don't look at her boots, Nanny. Look at her head, 
and then you won't feel so bad. The face is the face of 
Jacob, if the feet are the feet of Esau. Can't you think 
of something out of the Bible, Peggy? Nanny won't 
think you so altogether lost if — — ^" 

"Johnny!" said David rebukingly. 

"Young master," interpolated Nanny, "he that makes 
a mock of the Word ^" 

Johnny looked from one to the other of the shocked 
faces. 
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'^Aren't they dears? Peggy > isn't it refreshing? I 
say, Nanny, give Peg a kiss. Grood old girl ! She's going 
to marry me. And, Oh, I say, we are hungry. No, I 
won't eat at David's horrid breakfast-table. You might 
give him a clean cloth, though he is an 'omy-'anded son 
of toil." 

"Saturday, Master Johnny." 

The undergraduate whooped. 

"Saturday! Oh, Peggy, isn't it delicious? Do you 
have a bath o' Saturday nights, Davy? Perhaps, indeed. 
A good day, look you, whatever. I say, let us get back 
to our muttons. Fm hungry, wolfish, in fact. Let's go 
down to the dairy. Peg, and drink all Nanny's cream 
from the skimmer. Saturday! You've got a hot loaf in 
the oven. Ah, see what a farmer's boy I am. I know 
all about things. I want to show Peg the house, too, so 
we'll be a bit of a while. Come, Peg. Excellent wretch, 
perdition take my soul, but I do love thee. Come, Peg, 
she's seen your legs ; you needn't be afraid to use them." 

The girl flung a look of pretty defiance at David as 
she let herself be hustled out of the room by her mercurial 
young lover. Her small, vividly colored face reminded 
David, who was inarticulately poetic, of some open-air 
flower — afield poppy or mountain anemone — at once deli- 
cate yet hardy. She had a wild, impertinent grace. Her 
outlook was straight and bold, her every movement alert. 
If it had not been for that sunny plait of hair she might 
very well have passed for a handsome boy. 

David made a step forward to accompany them; but 
the great door was dashed back almost in his face, and 
he stood stilL This gay youth had no desire for his com- 
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pany. Indeed, the elder brother felt singularly solitary. 
Here were two bewildering, strange creatures out of a 
new world, with which he had nothing in common, which, 
in truth, puzzled, almost abashed him. And yet the room 
seemed suddenly to have grown dark and cold about him, 
as if the sunshine had gone out of it with the laughing, 
audacious pair. He looked at Nanny. She was clasping 
her hands. 

"Master David, His queer manners, whatever.^' 

"Children, Nanny,'^ said David. Then some tension 
within him gave way. "God bless themP' he said. The 
young voices and laughter echoed again through the 
ancient silences of Treowen. **Ah, doesn't it do your 
heart good?'* he cried involuntarily. "We've been want- 
ing this." 

Her eye was already on the door, yearning to be in 
pursuit of the Benjamin. 

"I'd best be seeing what mischief they're after. There's 
no harm in my lad — a fine young gentleman he's grown, 
indeed. But the young lady . . . Ach y "fir* 

Left alone, David returned to the window, sat down 
on the sill, and musingly began once more to fill his neg- 
lected pipe. He was still conscious of a sense of forlorn- 
ness; yet, being a sweet-tempered man, naturally devoid 
of egotism, he had no movement of self-pity; but he ex- 
amined the situation without self-deception. He accepted 
the fact that his company was undesirable. It was quite 
natural, he thought, that Johnny should find him dull, 
ponderous, almost a being of another class. He acknowl- 
edged himself as something quite apart from this brilliant 
youthful assurance. Its modernity troubled and baffled 
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him. All of a sudden he realized that his own youth was 
gone. It had been given in labor, plodding, in determined 
toil — for Johnny. That was part of the sacrifice — ^the 
sacrifice for which he had no regret. From one day to 
another he had ceased to be young, young in the spirit. 
For a flash, as he looked back, it seemed to him that his 
work had been soul-destroying, brutalizing. He had be- 
come a clumsy, hard-muscled, close-calculating, coarse 
farmer. Had he ever been a gay, delicate-handed young 
creature like Johnny, with the last social slang on his 
lips, the last thing in ties round his neck, a spray from 
the fountains of the classics sparkling upon the pleasant 
uncultivation of his mind? Had he ever looked upon the 
world with that conquering eye, trod the earth as if it 
all belonged to him by right? Had he ever been the 
serene, unconscious patrician before whom crowds must 
willingly give way? 

The sun Jay warm on his back. He puffed the strong 
tobacco, while his shifting glance fell on the gold-tipped 
cigarette of which Johnny had taken three whiffs and 
tossed away short of the big hearth. He liked this high- 
flavored old pipe; that absurd weed would have no zest 
for him now. It seemed to him symbolic. **No gentleman 
ever made farming pay,*' had said the pessimist Williams. 
And he had sworn, in answer, to sink the gentleman and 
be the farmer. No doubt he had succeeded in his pro- 
gram. He looked down at his hand. It was tanned al- 
most to coffee color, hardened. "The 'orny 'anded" 
Johnny had mocked. Johnny, with his slender, long white 
fingers, beautiful and useless-looking, like those of the 
Lely boy-ancestor that hung in the hall. Well, the hand 
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that held the plow and wielded the spade, and clipped the 
sheep and lunged in the wild yearlings, and counted the 
coin, that was the hand that had saved Treowen and kept 
the old pictures in their places — for Johnny ! 

Johnny and that little girl he had so oddly chosen for 
himself from his very childhood, were even now innocently 
taking stock of their future possessions. In another na- 
ture these thoughts might well have led to bitterness, but 
David's heart only swelled with a great thankfulness. It 
is given to few to accomplish what they have dreamed so 
f uUy. 

The tide of his musings began to turn again to the 
future. John would marry early; there was every indi- 
cation of it. A year or so in the Guards — to continue 
the family tradition — ^then the young pair might come to 
Treowen, a Treowen fully restored to its ancient dignity, 
live here for the greater part of the year. There would 
be a patter of little feet about the stairs and younger 
voices still. 

No one would have guessed, to see that square-shoul- 
dered, almost hard-featured man, rough clad, puffing at 
his old pipe, that he was building scenes of such tender 
romance in his mind, that his soul was moved within him 
almost to tears. 

**They won't mind the old brother hanging about the 
place," he was thinking. *^I believe I should be quick to 
feel whenever I was in the way. Treowen is big enough, 
anyhow. And Johnny'll want me to keep things going 
outside." 

There was a clatter of flying feet down the great, un- 
carpeted oak stairs^ a scuffle and an intermingling of high 

50 



YOUTH AND THE ANCIENT HOUSE 

merry voices. Then Johnny and his unofficial fiancee 
broke headlong into the room again. 

Peggy fell silent as she came in, and flung that glance 
at once challenging and appealing at the Master of Tre- 
owen. 

**Here we are/' cried Johnny. **WeVe got a great deal 
to say to you, David. Don't get up, Davy dear, Peggy's 
not a lady yet. She never will be really. She's only just 
Peggy. Here, Miss Morgan, I'll drag up a chair for you, 
and I'll sit beside the gentle shepherd on the window-sill. 
Faugh ! I wish Nanny'd clear off that horrid breakfast ! 
Never mind." 

David rose slowly, put down his pipe, and lifted the 
chair which the boy and girl between them were lugging 
noisily across the floor up to the window recess. He 
looked at his brother inquiringly ; he was not sure whether 
Johnny, through his apparent rattle, had not intended a 
rebuke upon his rusticity ; it was true he had not thought 
to bestir himself for the child Peggy seemed to be. 

John returned his brother's gaze blandly. There was 
something inscrutable about the boy. David had often 
wondered what went on really within the depths of the 
young mind. 

**Say ^thank you,' pretty," now ordered the under- 
graduate, as Peggy flung herself into the chair provided. 

"Thank you, Mr. Owen," said the girl demurely. 

"Mr. Owen!" cried John. **How pompous! You can't 
call him Mr. Owen, Peg. Say brother." 

"Thank you, Johnny's brother," said she quaintly. 

David gave a sudden laugh. It was very well found, 
•^rhat's just what I am^ Peggy." He cast a ldiid!L^ \ocSl 
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at her and then turned to Johnny. "It's all I want to 
be, my lad/' 

"Well now, . perhaps, indeed,*' cried that irrepressible 
individual with cheerful irrelevancy. But he looked down 
as he spoke, the color had welled into his face. There 
fell a pause. David expected, half hoped for a word, a 
touch of the hand, a glance only. But nothing came. 
Johnny drew out his case, lit a cigarette with great 
deUberation, and then, suddenly, broke into voluble 
speech : 

"Self-defense, Davy. Your tobacco is — ^you won't mind 
my saying so — rather rather! Have a cig. Peg?" He 
flung the case across to her. She caught it deftly, and, 
with her innocent challenging gaze on David, inviting 
surprise, proceeded to kindle it with practiced ease. 
Meanwhile, the boy went on unchecked. "I aaid we'd a 
lot to tell you, didn't I? We have quite made up our 
minds, Peggy and I, we're going to come here when we 
are married. I'm going to 'marry her at twenty-three. 
Not a day sooner, Pegtop, so you needn't turn up your 
eyes so despairingly. At twenty-three." 

"How do you know you'll get me then? I might choose 
to marry a duke in my first season." 

"Oh, that wouldn't matter." He waived her objection 
aside. "Fd bear up. I'd just sit in your pocket till your 
duke died. ^The Duchess of Kidderminster and Mr. 
Owen,' that would be quite chic, extremely fashionable. 
I think I'd rather like it, do you know. Of course, if 
she did marry her duke, Davy, I couldn't come and live 
here till she'd put him in his little box. I couldn't live 
/ar awaj from Peg. We'd still be all in all to each other. 
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But never fear. No duke would want her. There isn't 
enough of her. She wouldn't show off the family fen- 
.ders." 

"Family what?'' 

**Dear brother, you are so woolly and innocent. The 
tiaras. By the way, haven't we some too? Diamonds at 
the bank, you know. Oh, never mind. Don't be con- 
scientious. I don't want the inventory now, time enough 
when the day is fixed. When I am twenty-three, Peg, 
Well, as I was saying — ^I wish you wouldn't both inter- 
rupt so, I can't get a word in edgeways — ^when Peg and 
I are married, we'll come and live here, because we've de- 
cided we'd like the simple life. We'll say farewell to 
tango, night clubs, post-impressionist garments, auction 
bridge and Russian dancers, and all the rest of it. And 
Peg will wear a print frock and look after the dairy. 
And Fll be a gentleman farmer — ^what's that you say?" 

"I said," good-humoredly David raised his voice, **not 
like me. 
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Johnny, his mouth a little open, stared; once more 
the color mounted in the fair pallor of his face. David 
turned to Peggy : 

**If you want to make farming pay, you can't be & 
gentleman. That was made clear to me when I started. 
I was resolved to make it pay." 

"Oh, I see," said Peggy, who was staring too. 

'TTou don't see anything of the kind," cried Johnny 
angrily. '^There is nothing to see ; you can't see a thing 
that's not there — ^unless you've got d.t. Oh, I wish you 
would not all interrupt. Where was I? I'll drive Peg's 
butter to market. We'll keep two or three nic^^ \l\.V!L^ 
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carts for market, with jolly strong cobs to drive them, 
and shining brass harness, and ^^ 

*^Tm always forgetting,*' said the elder. He drew a 
long blue envelope out of his pocket. **When you come 
and live here, Johnny and Peggy, you'll have more money 
than you'll know what to do with. We^ve found coal on 
the property." 

The two young things shot almost frightened glances 
at each other, and then both pairs of shining eyes turned 
to David: 

^^I say, are you pulling our legs? That's what comes 
of wearing top-boots, Peggy!" 

"See for yourself," said David, and handed the letters 
to his brother. 

Johnny, arching his eyebrows, pursing his mouth, 
glanced at the sheets one after the other, then passed 
them, with an elaborate bow, to Peggy : 

'^It seems a true bill," he remarked casually. "Read 
about your future affluence, my love. I say, you know, 
it only means two motor-cars, instead of brass-mounted 
milk carts." 

Miss Morgan had turned white under her healthy sun- 
flecked tan. She folded the letters and put them back 
in the envelope; then, getting up from her chair, laid 
it between the brothers on the window-seat. Then, with 
a suddenness, which took David completely by sur- 
prise, she wheeled upon her lover and broke out in a 
fury: 

"I don't want it, I don't want the horrid money. I 
don't want you rich. I wanted to marry you poor, and 
come and Jead the simple life. I hate a lot of money and 
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fashion and fuss ! You might as well be Ap Rhys Jones 
or Gwynmawr Richards or any of the other horrid crea- 
tures that mother's always asking to the place. I wanted 
to defy mother and marry you poor, ajid live at Treowen, 
and have it shabby and old and lovely. And I like it as 
it is with all the bare black boards. And I don't even 
mind the apples in the state rooms about which you made 
such a fuss just now. Nanny would have taught me to 
make the butter. Oh, now it's all spoiled and made hor- 
rid. You'll be horrid. You'll be worse about your ties 
and socks than ever. I'd have loved you in thick boots 
and stockings, and with great brown hands, like a man, 
like — ^like you, Johnny's brother! It's all spoilt. I wish 
I was dead!" 

She burst into passionate sobs. Johnny got up. He 
seemed quite unperturbed to David's thinking. He took 
the quaint Amazon figure bodily into his arms with the 
words : 

**Pcggy> you're more precious than frankincense !" 
David looked on the strange little scene. More and 
more, these two seemed outside his simple comprehension. 
The girl's passionate display of feeling touched him by 
its childish disinterestedness, but he could not understand 
it from Lady Celia's daughter — ^Lady Celia, whom he 
knew as a woman of profound worldlibess, in spite of 
capricious impulses of generosity and even altruism! 
Johnny's coolness was altogether mystifying to him. Was 
everything a kind of play to the boy — ^milk carts or mo- 
tor-cars — did he see nothing higher, or deeper, in the 
future? "You're more precious than frankincense!" the 
words knocked at David's heart, echoing beauty %.iv3l "^^a* 
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sion : why had Johnny spoken in that light tone? Was it 
deliberately to rob them of any value? 

There is nothing more contagious than emotion. The 
sight of Peggy, sobbing against his brother's breast, 
stirred David. Catching Johnny's smfle above her bright 
head he cried with anger: 

^^Good God, lad, is nothing sacred to you?" 
"Sacred?" exclaimed the other, *Teggy, stop crying! 
Isn't he a darling? Oh, Peggy dear, that we should live 
to be addressed in this middle-Victorian tone! Sacred, 
Davy dear? Nothing is sacred, nowadays, thanks be! 
We are children of Nature. No one will enjoy the motor- 
cars more than Peggy. She's just disappointed, she's 
been counting so much on the score off my godmother. 
Lady Celia is awfully kind and she likes having me about, 
because of my good looks, but she never meant me to 
marry Peggy. She never would have let you have me — 
with the milk carts, Peggy. Cheer up! With the gold 
mines — did you say gold mines, David? — and two motor- 
cars, at least, that'll be different! And if you'd had 
to marry Caradoc Jones, what's his name, the flannel 
prince, I really couldn't have sat in your pocket and 
waited ! And, you know, your mother has a thumb, Peggy 
dear! It would have scrunched our little hopes all to 
nothing in the end. Kiss me, Peggy." He fell into laugh- 
ter. "There's David looking out of the window. Now, 
Davy,' why? Certainly, middle-Victorian minds have a 
lack of sweet simplicity. Why should you turn away 
when I kiss Peggy? You're not shocked at your lambs 
gamboling about together. Wby should you be shocked 
at our gamboling together? Isn't all Nature natural and 
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delightful? And what is more natural than to kiss 
Peggy? You ask if nothing is sacred to me. I don't 
know what you mean by such a question. Must I go into 
a comer where nobody's looking when I want to kiss her? 
If that is sacred, I call it being ^" 

"I can't argue," interrupted David gruffly. **I — ^you're 
beyond me. Both of you !" 

"And, Oh, Davy dear, you are such miles behind ! Way 
back, as the Americans say, lost in the mists of the nine- 
teenth century. Don't you see that Peg and I have come 
out into the light? We haven't time to-day, or we'd dance 
the tango for you — ^just to show you exactly that this is 
the twentieth. There are, Davy dear, ninety-six different 
steps in the tango, twenty-three of which are quite, quite 
proper. We should begin with the twenty-three, to edu- 
cate you gradually. How many steps have you learned, 
Peggy?" 

**I know seventy," cried the girl. "And they're all 
proper, you idiot !" 

**Bless you, darling! She does not know what improper 
means. Neither do I, really. We haven't time to stop 
and be taught to-day by you, Davy. I say. Peg, your 
mother will have a fit. It's nearly twelve o'clock. There's 
nice for you," he added, relapsing into his mock Welsh, 
"there will be a row, perhaps, indeed, yes, yes, whatever! 
6ood-by, David i fachi Let us hug old Nanny and be 
gone! Peg would kiss you too, only you're so par- 
ticular." 

"I don't mind," said the girl. "He is nice." 

She advanced, clattering across the polished dais with 
her high riding-boots. David sat crimsoning. A great, 
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stupid oaf, he thought himself. She bent the vivid 
wild-flower face and the fresh lips kissed him on both 
cheeks. 

^%n't she precious!" said Johnny, took her hand and 
ran with her out of the room. 

David was once more alone. He sat on. The girl's 
kisses, her innocent boldness had started a turmoil within 
him. All at once, for the first time in the whole of his 
austere and vigorous young manhood, the cost of his sac- 
rifice rose up and threatened to overwhelm him. He had 
a singular purity of mind, as much from natural inclina- 
tion as from his self-chosen apartness, his life of toil and 
denial; and there was nothing gross, nothing personal in 
the emotion evoked by Peggy's caress. What came upon 
him was a sense of lost paternity. It might have been 
his to catch some slender girl-child to his heart and know 
it his own flesh and blood. No child of his own would 
kiss him ever and coax him and call him ^^Daddy." He 
would be Johnny's brother — ^nothing nearer, nothing closer 
to any human being. As yet, in his great heart, the nat- 
ural feeling of man for woman had been stifled and 
crushed by the burden of toil; but the fatherly instinct 
had been acutely alive from the first moment that he had 
seen Johnny's baby head in its cradle. 

There was all at once a great aching void in his soul. 
It was not that he wanted thanks, God knew. Johnny 
took everything for granted, and David asked for noth- 
ing else ; nothing would have been more abhorrent to him 
than that his brother should think gratitude, acknowledg- 
ment, necessary — even desirable — ^between them. But did 
Johnny as much as give him love? 
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The door opened again and Johnny's crisp, corn-fair 
head was thrust in. 

**One word, Davy dear. If you don't mind, I'd like to 
come and stay to-morrow. I've told Peggy, now I'm a 
millionaire, it won't do to make myself cheap — ^what? 
It'll have an excellent effect on Lady Celia P' 

The boy paused. David's face, that had lit up, fell 
back into gloom. Johnny played with the lock of the 
door a moment or two. 

"I'd really like to come, Davy. I feel like Peggy — 
though I won't tell her so. This is a lovely shabby old 
place, and it's much nicer than anywhere else in the 
world — ^with just you, Davy." 

He clapped the door quickly upon himself and then 
opened it again, characteristically anxious to remove an 
impression of emotion: 

"I've asked Nanny to take the apples out of the 
Queen's room. You can smell them all down the passage. 
I've a fancy for the green tapestry room, if you don't 
happen to want to keep, what d'you call-ums — ^mangel- 
wurzels — ^in it." 

Again the door closed, again it was opened. 

**I say, Mr. Owen bachj you'd better come down and 
stand behind Nanny. She'll probably swoon away when 
she sees Peg get on her horse." 
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DAVID came in tired. He had been out from early 
dawn. To abandon the active work which was 
beginning to repay him so well just because in 
another year or so he might be counted among the rich 
men of Wales was the last of his intentions. It was not 
so much that he liked the life, as that it had laid hold 
of him. He was drawn to his flocks, to his herds, to his 
mares and foals — he would have felt as one abandoning 
duty, nay, even as one false to the call of Nature, had 
he handed over the charge of all those living things to 
the hireling. The spirit of the shepherd had entered into 
him: the good shepherd who giveth his life for his flock! 
Of David, indeed, it might rather be said that he gave his 
life to his flock. 

There was besides nothing else that he could do with 
any zest. He had bent all his energies in one direction; 
he could not now turn them elsewhere. 

So he had tramped the long day through, over hill 
and dale. It was a busy time in the pasture and sheep- 
fold, for he was both selling and purchasing stock. 

He had been angry, for he had found carelessness. 
And he had been sad, for a rogue dog had got into a 
certain field and harried a choice set of lambs. With 
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stiff legs pathetically outstretched they had lain, a row 
of them: like toys overturned, one would have said, only 
for the sinister stains dappling the white fleeces. 

He had himself picked one out of a ditch where it had 
fallen in its flight and got entangled in the mud and 
thorns ; and had carried it to the sheep-fold in his arms. 

By July the spring lambs are well-grown creatures; 
and the water in the fleece increased the weight. It was 
a hot, sultry day, and the effort had tested even his 
hardened strength* He was breathless and drenched 
when he reached the hut* And, in the end, the creature 
was found to be dead in his arms. Some inward strain, 
the old head shepherd opined. 

Weariness was upon David, therefore, as he came home 
in the beautifid empurpled twilight of the full summer 
evening. Weariness, not only ot the body, but of the 
spirit. He sat heavily to his supper. As usual, the Lon- 
don paper which the post brought in the afternoon lay 
beside his plate. He had not seen the local news-sheet, 
having started out with the dawn. 

Almost mechanically he spread out the Times and 
glanced at the middle sheet. 

GRAVE OUTIiOOK 

AUSTRIA DECLARES WAR ON SERVIA 

UNIVERSAL EUROPEAN CONFLAGRATION IMMINENT 

He threw the sheet impatiently on the floor. **Those 
newspaper fellows, they must always have a scream of 
some kind," he supposed. As if it mattered to England 
what a couple of foreign countries did to each other. 
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Had they not been at each other's throats a year or 
more? He reached for the Gwent and County Monitor , 
which lay on the writing-taUe just at his back. He must 
see what prices ruled at Gwen-Town market yesterday. 
So the matter passed from his mind. 

But next day the papers were still screaming; and the 
day after too. He glanced incredulously at the ominous 
headlines and avoided reading the alarmist commentaries 
and leading articles. It was only on the Saturday, that 
first golden day of a golden August, that he at last saw 
and understood. 

The storm threat had been to his thinking merely on 
other horizons. Now, in the pure serenity of the warm 
skies that over-arched his own peaceful land, he could 
no longer refuse to behold it: the War Cloud, it was 
there! A cloud, no bigger than a man's hand it was 
true; but the shadow of the mailed fist and a menace to 
all the world. 

David rode to Gwent for news at the club. With hor- 
rible rapidity the cloud had spread ; the whole land, even 
to this distant placid comer, was already stirring under 
its black portent. It was a curious stirring, a great, 
stern, almost silent, upheaval; a sullen fire, running low 
and red, escaping only here and there into flame. Had 
he, who had flung the brand, been there to see, he might 
well have repented the rashness of the deed. For when a 
nation turns to war, as England did that day, with a 
deadly quiet, without shout or threat, without song or 
acclamation, it means that she is possessed of the de- 
termination that ultimately leads to victory. 

Now, the Welsh are an excitable people, and will raise 
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a mighty clamor and outcry upon a small matter. But 
to-day, as he rode through the streets of the beautiful 
old town, David passed groups of grave-faced men who 
spoke few words to each other, and those in low, con- 
tained tones ; whose eyes were fixed as upon a distant and 
terrible purpose; whose hands hung motionless but 
clenched by their sides. 

The club-room was thronged but still silent. Members 
greeted each other with a nod or jerk of the eyebrows 
and unrelaxed faces; passed the paper to each other 
without comment. Sir Gwydyr Morgan stood on the 
hearth-rug with another county magnate, and they were 
conversing under their voices. All at once David saw 
Sir Grwydyr lift his clenched fist and strike the mantel- 
piece. 

"By the Lord P' — ^the good-humored, high-colored face 
was convulsed so as to be hardly recognizable — ^'^if that's 
the way of it, 111 — ^Fll ^nigrate ; Fll never lift my head 
in England again !" 

The other men in the room just raised their eyes, and 
on every countenance there was the dumb response to 
that outcry. David advanced and looked over the shoul- 
der of young Idris Jones, Peggy's flannel prince, who was 
rather characteristically in possession of the latest even- 
ing paper. 

SINISTER EEFOBT 



no intervention 
England's shame 



So ran the black headlines. 

Something turned in David's soul. It was as if unsus- 
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pected a wild beast had slumbered there all his life and 
had now awakened and sprung. A wave of black rage 
swept over him. His mouth was suddenly parched. He 
fell into a chair blindly, buried his head in his hands ; no, 
one noticed him. 

England's shame. It was not possible ! 

**They can't do it," said Lord Penpergan to Sir 
Gwydyr, "but anyhow, if they do, it's only the matter 
of a couple of days. The people won't stand it. They'll 
be torn in pieces. And serve them jolly well right." 

David's hands were clenched in his thick, close-cropped 
hair. 

To tear them in pieces ! Yes, that was what he wanted 
to do to the cowards who would blight England's fair 
name forever. 

"I pin my faith in Sir Edward Grey," said a voice from 
the other end of the room. "He is a gentleman." There 
was a quick turning of grateful glances in the direction 
of the speaker. But another voice put in quickly : 

"I have it on the best authority that he is resigning," 
and fierce gloom settled again upon them alL 

David rode home through a wonderful sunset glow. A 
high gusty wind was blowing, and the clouds about the 
sky caught fires of rose and scarlet and orange from the 
heart of the west. It was a sky that seemed full of omen. 
David, unconsciously as superstitious as all his race, read 
in its signs of the downfall of England's greatness, a 
funeral pyre of all her glories. He remembered how Sir 
Gwydyr had struck the marble mantelshelf of the club and 
cried out that he must emigrate. 

And when at the bend of the road before crossing the 
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river he saw the high gables of Treowen cut the flaming 
sky in front of him, he told himself bitterly that his life's 
work had been in vain if all were only to this end; that he 
had done better to take his ease and let Treowen go, since 
the earth that bore it was going to be dishonored. 

That Sunday and Monday were the blackest days he 
had ever known, not excepting the day of his father's 
funeral. There was no possibihty of obtaining news in 
his quiet valley, and a kind of dread came upon him of 
riding forth to meet tidings of calamity. The whole at- 
mosphere seemed to be charged with doom. He could find 
no comfort in the thought that the people must end in 
enforcing their will upon their government. It might be 
possible, nay, probable, inevitable; but the stain would 
remain: England would have refused herself to the call 
of honor and duty ! Restlessly he went in and out of the 
house. 

If any one had told him that the sky had been blue 
those days, that the sun had shone brilliantly, he would 
have called him mad. To him the world was dark, the 
air was thick, stagnant, befogged. 

He went down through the oak wood and leaned ux)on 
the fence, gazing out upon the fields, where once had 
been beautiful woodland; and over the placid meadows 
to where the river leaped and creamed; across fold upon 
fold of rising hill, amethystine, plum color and steel blue, 
to the cone of Pen-y-fal cut out against the sky. And 
there was no beauty anywhere to his eye. Where he had 
laid waste the golden oak groves, it was hideous. But 
no less hideous, he thought, was the fall of the rich valley, 
the exotic peak upon the horizon. To a sick man tbft 
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most exquisite fare is poison, so his tormented soul re- 
volted frcmi the fair scenes that he loved so passionately, 
that he had clung to at such cost. 

The hours dropped into each other, slowly, sullenly. 
The Bank HoHday ran its weary length, and apathy suc- 
ceeded the first acuteness.of his lonely anxiety. It was 
no longer a hot, angry fire that burned within him: a 
cold, sickening conviction had settled down upon his 
heart. 

He shut himself in the study; sat brooding, staring 
into a blank future. How would he now shape things 
for himself and Johnny? Would it not be best for them 
to sell Treowen and all its new-found riches and start life 
afresh in clean, uncontaminated airs? He could not bear 
that Johnny in his fresh youth should remain in the 
shadow of a contemptible country. His thoughts turned 
to Canada, New Zealand; towards some young land, not 
alien, with her history still to make, where vigor and 
energy and wholesome pride might still find expansion 
now that the mother of them all had been betrayed in 
her old age. 

Bank Holiday night the restlessness came upon him 
again. Much to Nanny's scandal, he rose from an un- 
touched supper-table and declared that he would ride 
into Gwent for the news ; that he might be very late home 
and would let himself in. Nanny could not understand 
the situation at all. Quiet, sensible. Christian folk should 
shrink from war as from sin; that was her point of view; 
and that it should be her own steady master who was so 
fevered to break the peace that he could scarce keep still, 
and had not, to her knowledge, eaten or drunk enough to 
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keep a babe alive these two days, was sheer bedevihnent. 
Nothing short of demoniac possession could explain it. 

Mr. Owen of Treowen was a rare visitor at the County 
Club, so rare that many of the members scarce knew him 
by sight. But his appearance that night, about eleven 
o'clock, evoked no surprise among the half-dozen gentle- 
men lingering vaguely in the smoking-room. Old Lord 
Penpergan was pishing and pshawing behind the latest 
newspaper. His car, with four or five others, was waiting 
reproachfully in the street, and he knew that Lady Pen- 
pergan, who disliked irregularity even of the most jus- 
tifiable description, would receive him with extreme ill- 
grace when he returned in the small hours ; but his eldest 
son had promised to ring him up from Westminster when 
the fateful decision* had been reached, and he was deter- 
mined to wait for the message. Modern facilities had not 
yet penetrated to Penpergan Vale. 

When at last the porter came with the summons that 
his lordship was wanted at the telephone, more than one 
of the anxious loungers made a movement as if to accom- 
pany him out of the room, but, with characteristic British 
reserve, thought better of it and merely crossed the other 
leg. 

David sat staring unseeingly at the news-page. The 
instants ticked by on the clock. Sir Gwydyr growled 
sotto voce to his neighbor that Penpergan was such a fel- 
low for talk. The other shook his head. If it had been 
good news, he opined, he would have been back to tell 
them. 

"News?" echoed the colonel; "wha;t,4|efpfMo you ex- 
pect? Lot of shilly-shally beggati.""^ iDpi^'t know their 
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own minds. Never can pin a Liberal down to anything 
definite, sir. Can't give a straight answer to a straight 
question." 

"Sir Edward Grey ^^ began the gentleman who had 

already proclaimed his confidence in that statesman. 

At this moment the door opened. Lord Penpergan 
entered and closed it quietly behind him. He had a thin, 
hatchety face, with gray whiskers of old-fashioned cut, 
and those prominent eyes which seem always to have a 
startled expression. Sir Gwydyr glanced at him and gave 
a harsh laugh. 

**I never expected anything else," he said, and rose. 

"Anything what?" asked Lord Penpergan in a meas- 
ured voice. 

"The worst," grunted the magnate. 

"Pshaw ! I never had any doubt myself. Mobilization 
orders gone out. Fleet mobilized this afternoon, as a 
matter of fact." 

There was a moment's odd silence. Then Sir Gwydyr 
said: 

"D'you mean it's war?" 

"What else? What else did you expect, since they're 
marching into Belgium. Of course it's war." 

"Didn't I say trust Sir Edward Grey," cried the cham- 
pion of the Foreign Secretary, on a high note of triumph. 

He was the only man to betray emotion. The others 
looked at him as if in surprise. Sir Gwydyr searched 
for his gloves on the table, stretched himself comfortably 
and walked towards the door. 

"Good-night, Penpergan, we'll all be pretty busy now, 
I expect. Hope they'll give us old boys a chance." 
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"I hope they'll hang the fellows who hung back in the 
Cabinet," said his lordship. 

His fishlike gaze seemed as fixed and startled as ever; 
but he gave the chuckle which with him was a sign of the 
utmost joviality. He was whistling voicelessly as he 
walked out of the club behind his neighbors. 

David sat on a while. The two great men of the county 
having departed, the tongues of the other members were 
loosened. The persistent optimist called for a whisky 
and soda and cigars. He took great credit to himself 
for having pinned his faith in Sir Edward Grey, and had 
all the air of having personally assisted in the saving 
of his country's honor. 

A Httle man with a close gray beard, whom David 
knew by sight as a doctor from the other side of the 
valley, remarked with a smile: "I am glad I let my boy 
go into the Yeomanry. It's a good thing now for every 
one to have his place marked out." 

The Liberal supporter of the Government interposed 
loudly that he had one son at Woolwich and the other in 
the Welsh Fusiliers. But he reckoned, condescendingly, 
that the Yeomanry would quite likely be called out — for 
home defense. 



As David jogged home he was glad that the sinking 
moon should still be shining on the sinuosity of the river ; 
the road lay for many miles beside the water, in the 
deep hollows of the vale, and there was often but a yard 
or two of grass between the highway and the water's 
edge. 

Had he been of an analytical turn of mind he might 
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have wondered at the curious fashion in which his coun- 
trymen — ^if what had just happened at the club could be 
regarded as typical of the feeling of the whole nation — 
had taken both the tension and the relief of this crisis 
in their history. 

Even here in Wales the emotional Celt had set his 
teeth in a dark silence under the menace of a disgrace 
he was determined not to endure; and had received the 
news of honorable action without any more apparent 
emotion than that of relaxation from undue alarm. The 
attitude of the little gathering he had just left had been 
out of slight shame at having ^^made a fuss.'' Of course 
it was all right. Nobody had ever had any real doubt. 
And if there had been a base hesitation on the part of 
one or two representatives in power, it was safe to have 
been put right with the least possible delay. 

"It's all right, it's all right." That was the rhythm 
which the black horse beat out on the solitary road to 
David's ears. It was as natural to be once again in this 
security as it might be to wake from a distorted world 
of nightmare to rational everyday life; as natural as to 
breathe the fine free air of the earth after being shut up 
in a tunnel. 

Whatever happens, he said to himself, now, it can never 
be so bad again — ^whatever happens. 

His glances turned, with a deep sense of its beauty, 
from one side of his dear valley to the other. What a 
country to fight for — ^what a country to die for! — this 
home of the Welshman, within the greater home of the 
Briton. Then, as one who has sat down and rested and 
breathed himself after a horrible contest, in which he has 
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been victor, his mind turned to the next point before him : 
Every man must have his place now. 

David had already had vague thoughts of joining the 
Yeomanry. It was a patriotic step for which he had 
never been able to afford the time during his years of 
struggle. He now decided that he would instantly apply 
for admission. He did not doubt that Sir Gwydyr would 
make things easy for him, though he was above the regu- 
lation age. 

The dawn was already breaking behind the Sugar Loaf 
peak when he approached the steeps of Treowen Hill. 
He felt very much at peace with himself and the world; 
not the less confident and cheerful for the fact, perpetu-^ 
ally recurrent at the back of all his new plans — ^his 
thoughts for England and guesses at futurity — ^that 
Johnny was not booked for Sandhurst till next year, and 
that the war would be over — certainly the first intensity 
of it — ^before the future master of Treowen could receive 
his conmiission. 

Faint yellow rays were piercing in through the stone 
mullions as he went slowly across the hall and up the 
great oak stairs, which were the wonder of Treowen. Fa- 
miliar objects seen by this early breaking light often 
assume a fantastic unreality. But no aspect of dawn was 
strange to David. He had often found a curious strength 
and balm to the soul in the first hours of his day of 
toil: their limiinosity, their mystery, the sense of vir- 
ginity and youth renewed which they hold, were lovely- 
to him as a Sacrament. 

This morning the message of spirituality came with a 
force he had never felt before. The soul of the old house, 
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home of his ancestors, seemed to be awakened to gi 
him. He thought he had never realized before all 
beauty of it, the dignity, the deep-reaching serenity, 
promise. He had thought, these days, that Treowen t 
worse than lost to him; now he knew that it was m 
than ever his, more than ever dear, more than ever 
hope of his race. 

As he flung himself, half-dressed, on his bed to sna 
an hour's sleep before the big bell should ring its si 
mons in the yard, he had a lightness and cheer in his s 
he had scarce known since his boyhood — Johnny and 
long days to come : this was his last thought as he fell ii 
slumber. 
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IV 

THE SPIRIT OF THE LAND 

HAT — Johnny's brother, you? Wonders will 
never cease," 

David was walking down the lime avenue 
that led to Penarth House — the huge Italianate, neo- 
classic pile built by the successful mine-owner who had 
been Sir Gwydyr's grandfather. It stood on gently rising 
ground above the river — one of those stuccoed mansions 
in which our ancestors began to delight during the last 
jears of Greorge IV. 

In spite of a style suggested by another land, they have 
a distinctly British appearance. The large windows, the 
high rooms, the spaciousness and airiness appeal to our 
insular ideals of comfort. Who is not familiar with the 
pillared porches, the balustraded roofs, the big hall with 
its Roman statuary ; the white marble staircase spreading 
on either side into huge corridors? It is the kind of 
house that requires a good deal of money to keep up. The 
smallest flaw in the stucco outside produces a forlorn air 
of dilapidation ; any shabbiness within tends to dowdiness. 
Lady Celia's lament was always that Penarth was "im- 
possible." She filled it with flowers, luxuries and splen- 
dors of every kind, yet vowed that she could not prevent 
it looking like the best class of Early Victorian hotel. 
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"Oh, dear," she would sigh, looking discontentedly 
round the dim paneled room of some neighbor's ancient 
house — and Wales boasts many antique residences — ^**how 
happy you are ! You needn't ever worry about painting 
or re-covering anything. But if I let Penarth get out of 
hand it's just like a boarding-house at once." 

It continued to look very opulent, however, and was 
rather dazzling to David's eyes. And though, in his sim- 
ple mind, he felt he ought to admire all he saw extremely, 
he was glad to be turning his face again towards the 
familiar severity of his own surroundings. 

The drive was bordered by huge lime trees, and the 
sound of the bees among them, as he passed beneath their 
shade this hot August day, was loud in the air. It was 
a great sound, the very voice of sunmier itself, choiring 
sunshine and sweetness and the activities of happy life. 
He liked these manifestations of Nature ; he did not make 
phrases out of them, or pictures to himself, or deduct 
meanings from them, but they were part of the joy of his 
existence. He stopped in the shadow of one of the giant 
trees, gazed up at the matted inner growth of leafage, 
and inhaled the hot, sweet air — something of the piercing 
fragrance of the blossom still hung about them; enough 
to draw the bees in perpetual rapture. 

It was here that Peggy hailed him with the name she 
had created for him: 

"You, Johnny's brother, here? Penarth is honored!" 

David lifted his hat; then stood looking at her without 

finding the appropriate reply. He had been so long out 

of society that the ordinary give and take of conversa- 
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tion was quite beyond him. Peggy, a train of dogs at 
her heel, her skirt of remarkable shortness, her sports 
coat flung open over a white blouse, her dark head shel- 
tered by a wide-brimmed red linen hat, looked prettier 
and even more self-assured than when he had last seen 
her. 

**Fve been to ask your father to let me join his Yeo- 
manry," said David at last, in a tone which conveyed 
apology for his appearance. 

She jerked her head. 

**Lucky for you — Plucky to be a man, I mean. 1*11 walk 
with you back to the gate, if you don't mind." 

She whistled for her dogs shrilly and marched along 
by his side, her hands in her pockets. 

"Mother won't let me do anything, of course. Pm 
jolly sick of being bom a girl, I can tell you." 

"Are you?" He was a little startled at the vehe- 
mence of her tone, by her gait, the tilt of her hat, her 
general air of challenging independence. He wondered 
if she were going to prove unf eminine, a hoyden. 

She burst in upon his doubt: "Except for Johnny." 

"You mean ?" 

**You are rather slow, aren't you? I mean, of course, 
because I couldn't otherwise marry Johnny. Fancy" — 
she slipped coolly on to another topic — ^'Hhere being peo- 
ple, bom men, who don't want to go and fight! Our 
second footman doesn't. Says he might perhaps help 
carry a wounded man. Kind of reptile, don't you think? 
To feel he could do just that and not take his share! I 
do hope father'll send him away. Mother says she's 
rather glad to be able to keep one coward in livery, be- 
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cause she hates petticoats. D'you think they'll let oui 
Yeomanry go to the front?" 

David didn't know. 

**Father'll jolly well see they do,** opined Peggy. 'Will- 
you like it?" she questioned. 

"Better than being left behind.'* 

She flung him a wide, angry look at this insufficient 
answer, but something in the expression of his counte- 
nance turned the swift displeasure into a sudden smile of 
approval. 

**When do you join?" 

**I don't know yet. Fm over age, you see. But your 
father has promised to see the application approved." 

"Father must." Peggy was quite decided about that 
too. Again she whistled to her dogs — a heterogeneous 
pack they were: a Dachshund, a white Highlander, a 
golden collie and a Pekinese. 

"Are they all yours?" asked David, smiling in his 
turn. 

She nodded. They were valuable animals. The only 
daughter of this rich house, she was evidently the most 
petted, indulged creature possible. From the soles of 
those little Russia leather shoes to the crown of that 
tilted hat, it was obvious that even her country garb in its 
simplicity spelt the last note of fashion. David gazed at 
her as she walked beside him, clear-eyed, self-assertive, 
defying Fate, and thought to himself that she had proba- 
bly never known a desire unfulfilled, much less a want; no 
deeper grief than a petulant dissatisfaction, the crumpled 
rose leaf on a bed of luxury. He wondered suddenly 
what gloom the great war shadow might be destined to 
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cast on this brightness. Her next words, coming in con- 
junction with his thoughts, startled him: 
"I say, what regiment will Johnny get into?'* 
*What did you say?'* 
"Of course, he's volunteered." 
David felt a creeping chill. 

**But," he went on — she was only a child, after all, and 
talking nonsense — ^^*he only enters Sandhurst next year." 
Peggy, between two whistles after a truant, cast a con- 
temptuous phrase over her shoulder: 
**As if Johnny'U wait for that!" 

**But, my dear" — ^the man's countenance was furrowed 
^th anxiety — ^^* Johnny's not yet nineteen. It's absurd. 
They wouldn't have him." 

"Why not? He has been in the training corps ever 
since he went to the 'Varsity." 

They pursued their way in silence for a little while. 
David tried to put the unwelcome suggestion from him. 
In his eyes his brother was also still a child. It was quite 
absurd, he repeated to himself, and strove to shut his 
mind to the idea. But there are certain apprehensions 
that seize upon the spirit from the first moment unre- 
lentingly. 

"I hope," he said all at once, turning rather irritably 
towards her, ^^that you will not put any. such ridiculous 
notion into his mind, that you will not write to stir him 
up." 

"I" — ^Peggy stopped and flung back her head — "I ask 
him ! I stir him up !" She surveyed him a moment with 
scornful eyes. "How little you know me ! How little you 
understand!" this gaze of hers declared. Then she went 
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on : ^^If Johnny does not do It of himself, I certainly will 
not suggest it." 

Her tone was cutting. He understood very well what 
it conveyed. Johnny would not be what she thought him : 
she would not stoop to show him the way. 

They parted at the gate. On both sides there was con- 
straint and disapproval. 

The perturbation in David's mind grew and spread* 
By the time he had reached Treowen there was not a 
cranny of his consciousness that was not invaded by an 
anxiety which had become conviction. 

He did not hear from Johnny for some time; but that 
young man never was very good with the pen, and in the 
present circumstances David found the silence reassuring 
rather than otherwise. The want of enthusiasm and ear- 
nestness which he had secretly regretted to notice in his 
brother's character, and which he had trusted might 
prove but a phrase in adolescence, was now almost a com- 
fort. 

Johnny won't care enough, he told himself repeatedly. 
What had such a creature of the passing moment — ^as the 
boy had accurately described himself — to do in the 
ghastly seriousness of warfare? Johnny was nothing but 
a child still — the elder brother could not often enough 
repeat the assurance to himself — he was no more fit for 
manhood's duty than his yearling foals to bear the saddle. 

A letter came at last. Before David opened it he had 
the instinct that it would deal him a blow. It is the pen- 
alty which intense natures such as his pay to fate that the 
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ordinary events of life, much less its extraordinary emer- 
gencies, strike at the vital point when they strike at an 
object loved. The elder brother had almost a woman's 
heart for the one darling of his affection. 
Johnny wrote in the highest spirits : 

Well, Mr. Owen, whatever, it's all settled. I'm off to 
Caterham. You should just see me in my khaki! Wait 
till I come down and show it to Peg! Perhaps, indeed! 
The female mind, Davy dear, requires to be impressed. 
That is why the peacock — 'tis a law of nature. And Na- 
ture, Mr. Shepherd, you may have noticed, will have her 
Way, in spite of all civilized man or woman may say. That's 
why I'm particularly set up at the thought of killing as 
many Germans as possible. I'm sending all the bills in to 
you, Davy bach, but a little check in addition would 
x)blige. — Yours martially^ J. O. 
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OWARD the middle of September there came a tel-^ 
egram from Johnny announcing his arrival: 



Forty-eight hours' leave. Coming Treowen. Don't tell 
Peggy. 

David puzzled in vain over the injunction. There 
seemed to him only two possible explanations. Boy and 
girl lovers as they were, they had had a tiff; or else 
Johnny wanted to surprise her. Remembering the young 
man's remarks about khaki, David concluded for the lat- 
ter reason. It came round always to the same thing: 
Johnny was a mere child in thought and feeling. 

The elder brother had paid a visit to the camp to see 
the budding soldier and to assure himself that all was as 
it should be in the situation which was now inevitable. 
Johnny he had found in high, not to say fantastic, spirits ; 
extremely popular, evidently; a little thinner, with a 
shade of tan over his fair skin, but more absurdly youth- 
ful-looking than ever. He seemed to be playing with 
war, much as he had played with his easy-going existence 
hitherto. David, oppressed with the long anxiety of the 
initial tragic week of the great struggle, every deep feel- 
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ing stirred by Sir John French's first dispatch — ^just 
published — ^was surprised and puzzled by the light- 
hearted atmosphere he found at the camp. No one was 
anxious to discuss news from the front. It seemed to 
Dayid as if he was looked upon askance, as one who 
broaches a subject it were better taste to leave untouched, 
when he strove to elicit the opinion of experienced o£Scers« 
"Oh, that's aU right." 
"We'll do first-rate by and by." 
"We'll worry through, never fear." 
"Mons? A bit of a set-back there. Can't expect not 
to have a set-back at first. All right in the end." 

The last thing these pleasant, bronzed, keen-eyed men 
Wanted was to talk of casualties and strategic retreats. 

"I know no more than you do yourself, my good sir," 
said the colonel. But he was ready to converse about 
horses with David, and was keen to narrate the pedigree 
of a certain mare. He grew so interested presently, in 
talking to the expert, that his manner became positively 
genial. A big cigar between his lips, he opined he'd run 
down when the fuss was over and visit the Treowen stud- 
farm. **When we've had our flutter out there" — ^with a 
negligent wave of the hand. 

But as David mentioned the visit of the young hunting 
Baron von Arnelius and the clean sweep he had made of 
the best stock, the colonel froze up again and sheered 
away from the unpleasant topic. 

^^I expect we have all, more or less, been damned fools !" 
he remarked, twisted his cigar between his lips and walked 
out of the hut toward the stables, whither he was about 
to conduct the visitor. 

81 



THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 

Was there really a profound indifference to the crucial 
situation and the immense responsibility flung upon an 
insufficient army? Or was it just because each man here 
knew himself in the forefront of tremendous events, an 
actor, a worker in the supreme business, that he could 
afford to seem detached? The readiness to give one's 
utmost, to the laying down of life itself, the consciousness 
that man can do no more, imparts a wonderful liberty 
and serenity to the spirit. 

David had received the promise of his commission, but 
he was not yet admitted to his post, and he found it very 
hard to settle to the routine of existence with the sense 
of the huge national suspense upon his soul, coupled with 
an acute personal, womanish fear for his brother/ 

Matters were, of course, at a standstill as far as the 
prospects of the mine were concerned. This was the 
least of David's troubles, but it entailed the continuance 
of his personal supervision of the farming, more espe- 
cially as the call to camp might come at any moment. 
He was working, therefore, at double pressure to get all 
possible advantages out of the land before leaving it to 
less capable hands. He had known times when financial 
embarrassment was his sole trouble: now darkness ab- 
sorbed shadow, for he took the war hard. 

Johnny arrived early in the afternoon. He was much 
in his usual thistledown spirits — ^with occasional slight 
fits of musing. He insisted on immediately going out for 
a walk. 

David wondered a little at first as his brother led him 
an erratic course from farm-yard to stables, from sheep- 
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fold to sawmill. But, as he stood silently by while the 
few old servants of the estate exclaimed in admiration 
at the young man's splendid appearance in martial array, 
he had a smile for the harmlessness of youthful vanity: 
Johnny certainly did not take the war "hard.'' 

Presently he found his course guided toward the oak 
wood where they had met after their father's funeral. 
Here Johnny fell into one of the abstractions the other 
had already noticed. David looked at the delicate, clear- 
cut face and the slight, well-knit figure very advantage- 
ously displayed in the khaki garb, and found himself 
puzzling, as he had often puzzled before, what the 
thoughts might be that lay behind his brother's airy at- 
titude. 

The little boy who had come running to him in his new 
mourning had been a deep-feeling child under his reserve. 
The eighteen-year-old soldier baffled him by his persistent 
rattle and chaff. 

^TTou remember?" said Johnny suddenly — ^he stopped 
and looked at David — "it was just here." 

David had never passed that oak tree without remem- 
bering, but he thought the other had forgotten long ago. 

"You were comfortable to me that day," went on 
Johnny. Then he added, with a small laugh, **You've 
always been uncommon comfortable to me, Davy dear." 

The skyline behind the spreading lichened oak trunks 
was suffused with the faint pearly rose of a perfectly 
clear sunset. Johnny cast a look around. 

**Dear old place," he said under his breath. "I say, 
let's go in." 

The elder man's heart was heavy as they turned and 
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walked back toward the house. Johnny began to whistle 
under his breath the inevitable, ^^It's a long, long way to 
Tipperary.*' 

Like most Welshmen, David had a keen sense of music. 
He was not likely to forget the haunting, easy lilt that 
had assailed his ears from every side during his visit to 
Caterham camp — ^the tacitly accepted marching song of 
the British army. Why was Johnny whistling it now? 
The question trembled on his lips. He literally was 
afraid to put it. 

Half an hour later he was sitting apart, listening to 
Johnny's absurd nonsense to Nanny. 

Nanny had no hesitation on the score of inquiry. She 
trusted to goodness Master Johnny would be staying 
quietly in England. To be sure, the Grermans were dread* 
ful people. If Nanny's advice were taken, our own sol- 
diers should be kept to protect England and leave the 
French folk to look after France. 

**Everybody for his coimtry, Master Johnny. There's 
common sense." 

"Ah, Nanny, what a pity you're not at the War 
Office !" 

"Well, then. Master Johnny, indeed I'd tell them what 
I think, whatever," said Nanny, clattering a dish on the 
table. " 'Tis common sense I ask for." 

"Tell you what, Nanny," said the youthful soldier, "if 
ever I do go I'll bring you back one of the Kaiser's 
mustaches." 

*Ti0rd bless the dear child! And what would be the 
good of that to me?" Nanny asked, perfectly serious. 
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Fd rather you didn't go, my dear." She had a sudden 
trembling about the lips. Johnny laughed. He was 
lying tilted backwards in his chair, his feet against the 
edge of the dais. He lit another of the j)erpetual cig- 
arettes. 

**I'm as bad as any siUy mother about her boy in the 
Yeomanry," thought David. "There's no question of his 
going. As if Johnny wouldn't have announced it in his 
first phrase !" 

Johnny had shown a schoolboy interest in the supper 
— ^which was still the simple order of the evening at Tre- 
owen — and fell to with a schoolboy appetite on the tit- 
bits the old nurse had provided. Honey and hot cake, 
late strawberries and clotted cream. Nanny stood by, 
smoothing her apron and smiling on her favorite. As 
she looked, David saw her eyes suddenly swim in tears. 
She lifted her apron to her lips to hide the trembling 
that had seized them again, and went shu£9ing from the 
room. 

** What's the matter with her?" cried David hotly. 

Johnny did not answer. He dipped a large strawberry 
in the cream, sugared it to a nicety, and put it into his 
mouth. 

*TDid you say anything to her to upset her?" David's 
tone was still that of an angry man. 

Johnny shook his head. 

"I — ^indeed no, no, whatever, Mr. Owen!" 

He got up from the table and walked to the window 
recess. Shadow time had passed and a lambent twilight 
filled the room. Johnny took out his cigarette case and 
began to whistle again. 
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"Oh, for God's sake! ^^ David leaped to his feet, 

knocking down the chair. 

"Why not?'* asked the other whimsically. **It*s a jolly 
good tune to go off to, isn't it?" 

"Johnny ?' 

"Congratulate me, Mr. Owen bach; I'm past my pro- 
bation, and I'm part of the next draft." 

There was silence for a moment, broken only by the 
scrape of Johnny's match. David took a deep breath. 

"When do you start?" he asked quietly. 

"To-morrow night," said Johnny. 

Again for a while neither spoke. David came up to 
the dais and sat down on the window-seat. 

"Why didn't you tell me at once?" he said at last, 
heavily. 

The boy seemed to have some difficulty in managing 
his smoke. He puffed, examined, struck another match, 
then tossed the whole thing out through the window 
over his brother's shoulder. 

"Jolly evening!" he exclaimed. 

"Why didn't you want Peggy to know?" 

"Davy dear, you are a man for questions.*" sai^. 
Johnny, sitting down in his turn. "Do you know that 
you have begun every remark with *why' these last five 
minutes?" 

"You didn't want to say good-by to Peggy. Don't 
you think that's rather hard on her, poor little girl?" 

"No !" The answer was sharp. 

David drew within himself. He was treading on un- 
known ground; the boy was more than ever an enigma 
to him now. Any sign of irritability was so rare from 
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that easy, serene personality that it was disquieting. He 
knew his own anxiety to be ahnost unmanly, could it 
be possible that Johnny himself "minded" going to the 
front? But the next moment Johnny turned, and, in the 
half-gloom, David saw the young face assume an expres- 
sion of wonderful sweetness. It was almost as if an 
inner light shone out. 

**I say, I'm a beast to answer you like that, Davy ; for- 
give me. Fm such an awful fool when it comes to talking 
about things — -things that matter, you know — ^Peggy 
and such." He swung his legs, kicking softly against the 
paneling, and then began to sing under his breath, "It's 
a long, long way to Tipperary." "Beg pardon; you 
don't Hke it?" 

He looked full at his brother. "It's just this: Peg's 
a child — she's not yet seventeen. It's because I don't 
want to make it harder for her if " 

Not since he was a boy had Johnny given his brother 
a real glimpse of his heart. He was giving him one now. 
And David looked, and pride and sorrow contended within 
him. 

**I'm simply skipping with joy to be allowed to go, for 
myself," went on Johnny. The note of emotion had gone 
from his voice. He spoke in the old indifferent accents. 
"But it does not make matters any better or any worse 
to pretend it isn't just a toss up, Mr. Owen. Colonel 
says he doesn't know what they're doing with all our 
fellows, over there. Twenty-three officers already, David, 
killed and wounded — ^no prisoners. That's a good old 
record to start with, isn't it? I say, Davy, I think I'll 
turn in rather soon. Got to be off by the milk train. 
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I'm glad I came. It's been a nice day. Gkx)d night, old 



man." 



He got up, yawned, stretched himself. His tone, his 
eye forbade the smallest display of emotion. 

David remained sitting while the darkness gathered 
round him and deepened, and then again, imperceptibly 
lightened as the fair September night established its 
reign. The sky was studded with faint stars. The moon 
was setting: she was the color of brass against the gray 
of the firmament. David thought there was something 
of monstrous and evil omen in the look of the world, 
placid and beautiful as it was in the still purity of the 
harvest evening. In his heart there was a profound dark- 
ness of melancholy. He had at last seen what Johnny 
was . . . and Johnny was going from him upon the 
doubt of that dreadful "if." 

When the old woman came in to clear away, he got up 
and advanced towards her. 

"Nanny, what is Master Johnny doing?" 
• Nanny was apparently in high good humor. Her 
withered cheeks were flushed; her tremendous cap was 
slightly awry — ^it looked as if Johnny had been hugging 
her. There was a reminiscent smile on her lips. But she 
began to scold volubly: 

"And indeed, and I trust he's asleep. Master David. 
And indeed, Mr. Owen, sir, the poor child! Up at four 
o'clock this morning, he tells me; and off again in the 
morning, before the day is light. It's not right, Mr. 
Owen, sir, indeed. And it's a letter you ought to be 
writing to the gentlemen that looks after him. Master 
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Johnny was never so strong, whatever. It'll be an ilhiess 
he'll be having. Master David, there's thin he is. Twice 
as thin as last time, look you." 

"Nanny!" 

^TTes, sir?" 

**Why did you look at Master Johnny like that at 
supper?" 

"I, Master David?" 

"Did you see anything, Nanny?" 

She gave him a furtive look, her mouth worked; she 
caught up a napkin and shook it fiercely. 

"See anything. Master David? What should I be see- 
ing? There do be terrible tales in the newspapers. Master 
David. But there, isn't it the Lord that's upholding 
us?" 

David remained silent. Presently he turned and went 
slowly to his room, taking off his boots at the foot of 
the stairs for fear the old, noisy boards should wake the 
sleeper. 



Johnny went off by starlight. David had meant to 
drive him himself to the early train in the high dog-cart, 
but Johhny, catching wind of his intention over their 
snatched breakfast, stopped his chatter — ^he was very 
talkative and absurd that morning — ^to put a firm veto 
on the plan. 

*'0h, Davy dear, railway station parting — so horrid! 
I do hate platform sentiment. I'd hate to see you stand- 
ing there alone with the lamps winking yellow in the ugly 
dawn. Ugh ! I'd much rather leave you standing in Tre- 
owen porch. Tell you what, you go and have a look at 
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those sheep as soon as I'm off; or, rather, go and lunge 
that chestnut filly. You'll keep her for me, that dark 
chestnut filly, and FU give her to Peg. Feg'U look a gem 
on her." 

He talked on through David's stricken silence with 
rather more excitement than usual; and all the time kept 
coming round to what he would do when he came back. 
David felt as if the hand that had laid hold of his heart 
ever since that day in the avenue at Penarth was tighten- 
ing its grip until the pain was unbearable. 

As soon as the clipping sound of the hoofs of the 
famous trotter struck upon their ears from without 
Johnny came up, in the middle of a sentence. He took a 
final gulp of Nanny's foaming coffee, ran hither and 
thither, picking up his scattered goods, shook his 
brother's hand gayly up and down, and was out of the 
room, banging the door between them. 

David stood, that horrible pain at his heart, looking 
at the closed door. He remembered the day when the 
two young things had run about all over the house ; how 
he had felt shut off from their innocent joy by that clap- 
ping door, and how Johnny had come back and stood, 
swinging it, to tell him he wanted to be with him. 

Oh, God ! would Johnny ever come back now? 

The goad of the thought started his misery into ac- 
tivity. He ran, stumbling out of the room into the dark 
passage, down the groaning staircase. There was one 
candle in the hall. Johnny was shaking himself into his 
big khaki coat. 

He turned as David advanced and gave him a happy 
smile. David followed him out to the porch. There was 
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a mist, through which the lights of the dog-cart shone 
prismatically. 

Johnny jumped up, gathered the reins; the rough 
groom clambered behind him. The black horse was im- 
patient and started off before the man had reached his 
seat. In another moment the whole thing was out of 
sight. The clean rhythm of the hoofs fell away, away, 
and was lost. David stood alone in the porch of Tre- 
owen, as Johnny had wished to leave him. 

He had wanted a last word, but his throat had seemed 
to close. He had not even been able to say ^^God bless 
you.'' 



VI 

THE ROLL OF HONOR 

AFTER what seemed to him very undue delay, David 
at last received official sanction to join the 
county Yeomcmry. He was glad, not only to be 
relieved from the discomfort of not being yet in **the 
right place" at the moment of the national need, but also 
because he felt that the new work in comradeship would 
be a relief. No matter how strenuously a man may em- 
ploy himself on his own estate, he cannot escape long 
hours of inaction when the year is setting toward winter. 
And it was during these long hours that anxiety fell most 
unbearably upon David in his lonely home. Evening 
after evening he would sit poring over papers and maps, 
striving to follow the fortunes of England; striving to 
guess the spot where might be that soldier in the great 
army in whom his hopes centered, the imit in those thou- 
sands that was his all. • . • Was Johnny in the trenches? 
Was he now in the firing line? Were the shells breaking 
over him? . . . What was he doing just this moment, 
laughing or eating or smoking his cigarette • • • or ly- 
ing wounded, suffering, wandering, lost, God knew — 
perhaps breathing his last sigh? If it rained here, did 
it rain over there? If the rain fell and the wind blew on 
these Welsh hills, how did it fare with his boy yonder? 
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Was he cold and drenched, out under the unknown skies? 
Johnny was none so strong, as the old nurse said. If the 
white mists crept close round the house, was it spreading, 
too, over Flanders, covering some treacherous advance of 
the enemy? The old empty house was full of whispers 
and moanings and mysterious noises, but its chief haunt- 
ing for David was ever that bright presence. It went in 
and out with him, sat with him at every meal, threaded 
every dream ; but it was never so poignantly vivid as dur- 
ing his desolate night watches. 

Yet the sense of imminent calamity had passed from 
David's mind. No healthy, outdoor man is like to fall a 
prey to morbid foreboding. The wrench of farewells 
was over; Johnny had written once or twice in exceUent 
spirits; the papers were, on the whole, optimistic; there 
was a lull in the British casualty lists. 

When he received his orders to report himself with- 
in forty-eight hours at Salisbury camp, he felt Uke a 
new man. For the first time since the war had begun a 
cheerfulness settled on his spirits. He could have 
said with Romeo, ^^My bosom's lord sits lightly on his 
throne." 

He was putting by and locking up his papers, prepara- 
tory to departure, when the girl Madlen came in, a tele- 
gram in her hand: Nanny was washing and had sent 
her underling to the door. When he saw the orange^ 
colored envelope, the blood stopped running in his veins. 
Then he flung back the terror with a laugh — ^had he not 
had a dozen telegrams these last three weeks, and was 
he going to be a fool over every one? 

**Waiting for an answer?*^ he asked, axidMBwdXfeTL^Vixa- 
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rying back to the imperious claims of the washtub, an- 
swered hastily: 

*^The boy has gone/' adding, to explain, ^^he was a 
strange boy indeed/' 

As the door clapped David opened the envelope. He 
stood quite still, reading and re-reading with starting 
eyes : 

Regret to inform yoa Second Lieutenant J. C. Owen has 
been killed. 

Second Lieutenant J. C. Owen — did they mean Johnny? 
John Cecil Owen — ^that was his name; it must mean 
Johnny! Killed f That meant that Johnny was dead. 
Johnny ! 

Nanny came in. She gave one look at her master 
where he stood holding the sheet. She had no need to ask 
what had stricken him : the death tidings were written on 
his face. Her sudden wail roused him. He cast upon her 
a staring look and said in a voice devoid of emotion: 

"Johnny is killed." Then, with an immense effort, like 
one forced to explain something incomprehensible : ^^That 
means Johnny is dead," he added. 

That night she crept softly into his room to see if he 
slept. She had lit a fire there — ^a luxury he had not al- 
lowed himself all these years. He did not turn his head 
on the pillow .or seem to be aware of her presence. Com- 
ing closer to look she saw that his eyes were open and 
fixed. He ^as gazing, gazing far beyond her. The old 
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woman shuddered and went whimpering back to her room. 
She felt cold to the heart. < 

Next morning early David went up to London. It is 
hard to kill hope. There had been two corrections in the 
casualty lists, that same day — officers whose names had 
appeared among the dead were now reported wounded 
and prisoners. He met Sir Gwydyr at the station. The 
I^dly gentleman was full of concern when he heard 
David's bad news, and instantly offered to accompany 
him to the War Office. He had a friend there, and by his 
fcvor they were able to get beyond the relentless official 
barrier. Johnny's name, it seemed, had come in with that 
of several other young officers. Further details had come 
that very morning: the information precluded all pos- 
sibility of mistake. David took the blow with perfect 
quietness. Perhaps he had not really had any vital hope : 
only the poor ghost that had to be laid before his man- 
hood could grapple with its sorrow. 

Sir Gwydyr looked nervously two or three times at the 
set face that seemed a mask of gray granite. He was a 
warm-hearted, good-natured man, and had blown his nose 
two or three times as they went out of the great building. 
"Poor lad, poor lad! We all loved him. Little Peg 
there — she'll miss her playfellow!" 

They were now in the wide, cold street; a gusty wind 
was driving bits of paper along the pavement and sending 
eddies of dust into their faces. 

"Confounded windP' said Sir Gwydyr, and made play 
with his handkerchief to his eyes. 

His heart was sore for his young neighbor and for 
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the boy who had been a child of his own house. He did f 
not like to think of little Peggy missing her playmate; 
like most fathers, he had not the vaguest idea that there 
could be anything more between them, as, indeed, was only 
natural considering their years. 

**I'm very much obliged to you,** said David. **There's 
just one thing: I'd like to resign that commission in the 
Yeomanry.'* 

"Hey?" cried Sir Gwydyr, turning round in astonish- 
ment. A dark flush overspread his sanguine countenance. 

**Give up? Tut, tut! You mean I canH have 

understood.'^ 

^^I must get out of it," said David. He did not raise 
his voice or emphasize the words, yet the effect upon Sir 
Gwydyr was as a cry of desperation. He stared and 
stammered; his empurpled countenance convulsed be- 
tween wrath and horror. 

"You're thinking of Treowen, I suppose?" he said at 
last, harshly. 

David did not seem to hear him. He was looking at 
Sir Gwydyr with somber eyes — ^the eyes of a man who has 
been struck a mortal blow: the eyes of a man who means 
to strike back. 

"It comes to this," he said, **I can't wait." 

'"You ^" 

**I can't wait, I say. I must get out — out there — at 
once. I don't care how. I'll go as a private. I'll enlist 
in anything so long as I can get out at once." 

Sir Gwydyr took off his hat, wiped his forehead and 
drew a long breath. He was ashamed of himself for hav- 
ing doubted an Owen. Poor lad, poor lad ! It was very 
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natural. He felt like that himself. He began then to 
explain, very elaborately, rather longwindedly, what a 
mistake it would be for David to allow himself to be led 
away by his feelings. It was every man's duty now to 
think of the example he was giving to the community at 
large. David was doing the very best thing he could do 
in joining the county Yeomimry. That was the way to 
induce those farmer fellows to do their duty. Prominent 
man, proper place. Resignation would produce bad ef- 
fect. Class influence completely lost if he sank himself 
among the ranks. 

"Every man in his right place," repeated Sir Gwydyr, 
patting his companion's stiffened shoulder. 

David listened till the end. A little while ago (he 
faintly recalled) he too had thought this a sound doc- 
trine — every man in his right plaqe. Now he knew there 
are things a man can do and things he cannot. 

**I can't wait," he said again. 

Sir Gwydyr snorted and puffed. He opened his mouth 
for a fresh harangue, shot another glance at David and 
shut it with a snap. As well try and turn iron at white 
heat with your naked hand as argue with a man in such a 
state. Sir Gwydyr could not even feel the anger such 
folly deserved. He said good-by with a disapproving 
sympathy and betook himself to his own affairs. 



vn 

RENUNCIATIONS 

DAVID started back for Treowen, having ca 
out his purpose. He had still twenty 
hours' freedom to put order into his ai 
As the express ran its easy way through the darkn( 
began to jot down his notes. He must send for T 
Williams and make a new will. Treowen was nothi 
him now. It was only a frigid sense of duty that 
him to safeguard the interests of old dependents o 
estate when it should pass into the hands of that d 
cousin whom he only knew by name. 

With Johnny's death his own real life had diec 
Nothing could hurt him, nothing could touch him 
please, annoy or grieve him ever again. The worl 
all it held had become a place of vast indifference t 
—gray, featureless, blotted out; the house he had 
so passionately, a mere pile of stone — ^the cairn abo' 
grave. There was only one sensation vital, one 
fl.ctive, one thought predominant — to go out an< 
where Johnny had been killed. 

The return to Treowen was a. cruel test of endu: 
Every moment he was stabbed to a fresh agony, of 
ization: the coming back to the house that was the 
of his dead hopes, Nanny's face at the door, the : 
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that had held Johnny, that were to have held him all his 
life and echoed to his children's voices, ... It was ter- 
rible to sit on by the dying fire in the very chair Johnny 
had tilted back against the dais that last evening when 
the sky had been first like a great opal and then turned 
gray as glass, and the moon heA come out deep-hued as 
copper. It was worse still to have to drag his misery to 
hed, with heavy tread that set the old stairs groaning, 
and remember how he had come up in stockinged feet lest 
ie should wak^ Johnny — Johnny whom nothing would 
^^er wake now. 

The night was dreadful too. A score of pictures 
<^sed each other across his sleepless brain, each one a 
^i^sh presentation of his boy's death. Had he lingered? 
Had there been any one with him? . . . Had he wanted 
'^s brother? Johnny to want help, and he, David, not 
^o be there to give it ! 

He fell into slumber at last and dreamed heavily. He 

di^eamed himself back to the old scene in the wood, with 

*'ohnny running to him through the sunlight and shadow 

^iid clinging to him, his tears against his face. And he 

^oke and groaned and had no tears, only a pain at his 

heart that was actually physical. 

But in the morning it was the worst of all. Two things 

happened that were almost beyond bearing to such an 

affection and such a sorrow as his. The first was a letter 

from Johnny, dated ten days back. It was scrawled on a 

leaf torn from a notebook in scarcely legible penciling. 

Have not a moment^ Davy^ dear. Getting on first-rate. 
We keep moving on. It is jolly weather. The men are 
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just splendid. It isn't being half alive to be stack in Eng- 
land. Tell mj Peg — Davy, dear^ just called off. No time 
to finish. Johnny. 

It had taken David all the courage he had to open the 
envelope addressed in Johnny's characteristic scrawl, 
stamped with the official pass. But when he had forced 
himself to read, his empty heart cried out for something 
more, something intimate, something to treasure till he 
died. Was this to be Johnny's last message — just these 
few careless lines with their boyish valor? Was nothing 
more personal, no word of love, ever to reach him again? 
Was the Great Silence to fall between them just on this: 
"Tell my Peg"? There was sweetness in those three 
words, but it was for another. 

For the first time, the lonely man with his single 
thought, his single devotion, had a twist of jealousy. The 
next moment his true nature asserted itself. The infinite 
pathos of that broken message superseded all other 
thought. Poor little girl ! If this were all for her too ! 

He was reading and re-recLding the scrap of paper 
when Peggy herself burst in upon him. It was the second 
ordeal of the morning. 

She came in like a whirlwind. 

** What's this about Johnny? What's this nonsense 
about Johnny?" 

"My dear ^" 

She ran to him, caught him by the arm, shook him. 
Her action reminded him of some small, savage dog in a 
fury. 

"You needn't look at me like that. I don't believe it! 
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Father said'' — ^she choked — ^**father said you had a tele- 
gram." Her voice rose shrilly. "Show it to me, show it 
to me this minute P' 

She stamped her foot. Her face, gone to half its size, 
with fever spots on each cheek, looked like a painted mask 
of itself. 

"Peggy, dear, let me call Nanny." 

"Give me that telegram. Don't be a fool! No, don't 
hold me. I'm not ill, or mad, or anything. Show me that 
telegram !" 

He took it from his breast pocket — fatal, horrible mes- 
sage as it was, it was yet part of Johnny ; he had kept it 
close to him. She snatched it from his hand. 

"Regret to inform you Second Lieutenant J. C. Owen 
has been killed," she read in a high monotonous voice. 
Then she wheeled upon him: **you believe that — 
ffouf*' 

**I've been to the War Office.'* He felt instinctively 
that nothing but the truth, plain, unvarnished, would 
serve here. 

"The War Office! You believe the War Office? They've 
done nothing but muddle things. Why, the Carnabys 
went into mourning for their son, Lewis, and all the time 
he was aUve and quite well, not even wounded, not even 
missing. You must want to believe bad news if you be- 
lieve the War Office !" 

She grew more and more excited as she spoke. Her 
voice broke in its emphasis; the words came stumbling 
against each other, scarcely intelligible. **How can you 
say Johnny's dead? How couid Johnny die — Johnny? 
He's aUve, I know he's alive ! You can't kill a man like 
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him that way. I'd easier believe we were all dead than 
Johnny !" 

She was only expressing in her childish fashion what 
David himself had felt ever since the blow had been struck. 
It was an impossible thing to think of Johnny as dead — 
inconceivable! He knew of the established fact, and yet 
it took all his reason to force himself to accept it. That 
any one so instinct with young, eager life should all at 
once have ceased to be ! 

*Teggy, listen to me ^* 

He could not let her feed upon the delusion. There 
was something too piteous in her futile fight against the 
relentlessness of fate ; he could not quickly enough bring 
about the inevitable surrender. Any depth of sorrow was 
preferable to this useless agony of revolt. 

"Peggy, listen to me," he said again. "You must listen 
to me. I myself saw the dispatch. It was from the brig- 
adier. Johnny and three of his brother officers were 
brought in dead after a splendid and successful charge. 
We may be sure, my dear, that Johnny fell gallantly." 

She was listening, her face averted, forced into silence 
by his stronger will ; but he could, feel how she shook from 
head to foot. The little arm he held was tense and quiv- 
ering. 

"I can't believe it !" she wailed at last. Her resistance 
had fallen to its past pathetic stronghold. "I can't 
feel it r 

He hesitated a moment, then, with a harshness that 
betrayed what it cost to speak the words : 

"The dispatch went on to say that they hsA buried 
him." 
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She gave a scream that echoed round the house and 
pierced him to the marrow. It was as if his own dumb 
grief had found voice at last. He thought that she must 
fall and opened his arms. But her attitude was still one 
of fight. 

How had it happened? How had God allowed it to 
happen? There could not be a God if He had allowed 
it to happen! Why should Johnny be taken — Johnny? 
Johnny, the dearest, the kindest, who had never had a 
thought but what was good. And those devils to be al- 
lowed to live! Nobody knew Johnny as she did. He 
would have been a man in a million — and she had prayed, 
Oh, she had prayed and she had believed what the Gospel 

said : "If you have faith ^^ She had had faith. She 

had trusted! "Oh'* — ^she turned on him with accusing 
eyes — ^'^how can I ever pray again? Don't you see, it's 
all gone ! Johnny and all I believed in." 

David stood looking at her helplessly. He could neither 
rebuke nor find a single phrase of comfort. Was she not 
still putting into words what he himself inarticulately felt? 

Her cry rose again. This time it was the dead she 
arraigned, but the anger had left her accents. They were 
full of poignant reproach. 

**He went away without bidding me good-by. Oh, 
why — ^why did he do that? Not even to have a last look, 
a last word !'* 

"He thought it would make it less hard for you," fal- 
tered David. She made a movement of her hand, as if 
she would have struck him. 

**Don't dare say he thought I could forget him — that 
he would have wanted me to forget him I I'd YiiKS^ \x\a."t- 
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ried him before he went out, I would. Oh, if I were his 
widow I could have borne it better !'* 

She was altogether broken now. David knew that he 
was himself at the extreme limit of endurance. He had 
very little knowledge of humanity at all, except in his rela- 
tion of master to servant. He could look back now on all 
those years when he might have drawn close to his 
brother, might have got to know him intimately and be 
known in return, as wasted. He had always had a diffi- 
culty in, almost an incapacity for, communicating his feel- 
ings and thoughts to others. 

What could he say to this child? Out of the immense 
aridity of his own desolation, how lay hold of a single 
word of balm? He saw her fragile spring joy and loveli- 
ness, as it were, devastated before him; Johnny and she, 
those two fresh creatures, stricken in the blossom of their 
harmless youth; his own sacrifice in vain; his long, silent 
labors wasted too. It was all waste, waste ! Did he not, 
too, in that deepest pit of his heart's misery, doubt and 
rebel? 

He took up the letter he had been reading — ^that faint 
scrawl from the battlefield — and put it into her hand. B 
was right she should read it; he could think of nothing 
else to do or say. 

"What is it?" she asked him angrily. 

"Johnny's last letter, written ten days before. Oh, no, 
I don't suppose there'll be anything more — ever. But io- 
that there's something about you!" 

"About me?" 

She ran to the window-seat with it, carrying it away 
with her. Then the cry broke out again. , 
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"*Tell my Peg' Oh, what? How can I bear 

it?" 

It was, perhaps, the impotent sorrow with which he 
gazed at her that melted the fierceness and revolt from 
her wounded, childish heart. She suddenly cast herself 
against his breast and burst into wild sobs. 

"Oh, Johnny's brother, what shall I do — Johnny's 
brother !" 



vm 

"JOHNNY'S WIDOW* 

SHE had wept herself out at last. She lay in his 
arms like a wilted thing; the wild flower crushed. 
He had thought alreeulj she was like some blossom 
of the field or hill in her delicate vividness. Now the 
likeness went farther : nothing breaks or fades so quickly. 
He held her, sitting in the great chair, as if she had been 
a little child, forgetting himself in his yearning pity. As 
always, it was the paternal instinct which rose strongest 
within him. 

Pictures out of the past were flitting through his mind. 
. . • Johnny chasing Peggy in the fresh spring grass: 
two butterflies dancing in the sunshine. Johnny, his 
arms about her, captive, looking up laughing at the win- 
dow. He remembered that he had turned his eyes away 
abashed. Oh, God, that he would never have the lovely, 
innocent vision again ! • • . Peggy in the avenue, a bright 
figure in the dappled light, tossing her proud head at him, 
scornful that he should throw doubt for a inoment upon 
her boy-lover's readiness. It was upon this remembrance 
that his tired mind awoke at last to alacrity. Here was 
something he could appeal to — ^Peggy's pride. 

"Tell me," he said, bending down, **would you rather 
he hadn't gone?" 
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With a sudden movement she pushed herself away with 
both hands against his breast. Her small, wearj face, 
tear-stained, pallid and disfigured, looked startled; the 
glance she shot at him through swollen lids mutely re- 
proached. **How c^n you ask such a thing?" it seemed 
to say. 

**He needn't have gone, you know." 

**Needn't— Oh!" 

**You would not have kept him back, then, by a word? 
You would not wish him back now — ^to keep him safe?" 

She understood him in a flash, got off his knee, straight^ 
ened herself, looked at him full. 

"Thank you," she said in a low voice. "I see now I'm 
making myself unworthy of him. No, I wouldn't have 
him back — at that price." 

**Nor would I," said David with a great sigh. 

He rose too, as if in respect to the gallant dead. The 
light he had striven to fling upon her darkness was shin- 
ing on his own soul. They had both something to hold 
on to. There is a claim beyond those of love and youth 
and life, a privilege dearer than happiness. Johnny had 
leaped to the claim, and the privilege was his. 

"God had no better gift," said David at last. 

She put out her hand and clutched his with fingers cold 
as ice. 

"I will be worthy of him," she said. "I'll always be 
Johnny's. I'm Johnny's widow in my heart." He could 
have smiled over the child if it hfiwi not been for the in- 
finite pathos of it. "It won't be easy," she went on, look- 
ing at him, "but I mean what I say. I'll never marry 
anybody. I'll keep myself for Johnny." 
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The man breathed another long sigh, but it was one 
of relief. Peggy's innocent faith had come back to her. 
She went over to the window and took up the letter once 
more, and once more read the few lines through. 

"Wasn't he splendid? Wasn't he simple and brave?" 
Tears poured down her cheeks, but there was a faint 

smile on her lips. " *Tell my Peg ^ Oh, David, I've 

always got that." She kissed the gray sheet, then re- 
folded it carefully and slip]>ed it into her breast. **I11 
always keep it — ^always. It shall be my wedding-ring." 

David said no word. It would be a brute who would 
have taken that comfort from her, though it was all he 
had himself — Johnny's last letter. 

• •••..• 

With the anomalous courage of a nervous woman. Lady 
Celia liked her car to be driven at full speed. 

"What are you goin' so slowly for?" she cried to the 
chauffeur that morning as the steep roeul that led to Tre- 
owen necessarily modified the usual pace. Without turn- 
ing his head, the man, accustomed to her imperious vag- 
ary, changed his gear. The scream and throb of the rate 
at which the hill was now devoured reached David and 
Peggy in the oak parlor; and immediately the horn 
sounded. 

"It's mother," said the girl, stiffening. She put her 
hands to her disheveled hair, tucked it back under her 
riding hat and pulled the brim over her eyes. *^I hate 
mother to see me crying," she said, and gave a quick 
glance at her companion. "Mother couldn't understand. 
I never talk to her." 

The three abrupt sentences contained a warning, which 
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David 'instantly apprehended. He understood but tbo 
well the shrinkings of a reserved nature. Both hurried 
downstairs to the stone hall ; and he went forward to open 
the doors as the car ground itself into stillness outside. 

Very sumptuous and beautiful Lady Celia looked as 
she swept in in her sables. The wind hfiul whipped carna- 
tions into her cheeks; her hair shone with tawny reflec- 
tions repeated in her furs. Her golden eyes looked dis- 
traught, reproachful and indignant all at once. 

**0h, Peggy, how could you?'' she began, then broke 
off. The tears leaped, the comers of her lips went down. 
**0h, my poor little girl !'' she cried. The small face, so 
woe-begone, was too much for her mother's heart. She 
caught Peggy into her arms. "Oh, my poor little Peggy ! 
Oh, Davicl, this dreeulful war ! It's too horrible. Oh, why 
did you let him go out? All our best! Such boys ! Not 
nineteen! It's insane!" 

Peggy withdrew quietly, deliberately. Once more her 
eyes sought David's. There was perfect sympathy be- 
tween them. 

**I'm sorry if you're anxious, mother dear." Her voice 
was sweet and cold, like a flute. "I had to come and find 
out about Johnny." She paused and went on steadily: 
"I'd better ride back, I think." 

She was perfectly courteous, but David wondered at 
the immense distance he saw gaping between mother and 
child. Lady Celia seemed to perceive nothing. She held 
her daughter affectionately embraced; her beautiful eyes 
roamed, misted with tears. She was biting her under lip 
to stay its quivering. Glad to seize upon the suggestion 
of immediate departure, she answered with alacrity: 
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"If you'd rather ride, dawlin' — ^yes, I think we'd better 
go. I was anxious, you see," she said apologetically to 
David. "I don't like her ridin' by herself. And I wanted 
just to say a word to you to— to ^" 

She could not get on. It was not so much because of 
her emotion as that she was desperately discomfited by 
the atmosphere of the house of mourning. "It will do 
Peggy good to ride back," she began again vaguely. **I 
hope she has not bored you — upset you, I mean," cor- 
recting herself. "Run, dawlin', and get your pony. You 
can keep close behind. I'll tell him to go slow, though 
I hate it." 

"Good-by," said Peggy. She held out her hand stiffly 
to David. "Father told us you are off. When do 
you go?" 

"By the early morning train." David had fallen back 
into his usual undemonstrative way. She nodded. 

"I wish I could go too," she said, so low that he alone 
heard it, and ran out of the hall. 

Lady Celia gathered her furs about her with an air of 
relief; yet she lingered. 

"Peggy's a queer child," she said, her troubled eyes 
fixing David. "You'd think, to hear her now, she wasn't 
feelin' anythin', yet she seems to have put herself in a 
dreadful state." As he made no reply, she pursued hur- 
riedly: "Of course, she's a child, a mere child! She'll 
soon forget, please God !" Perhaps the sound of her own 
words smote her, for she went on, plaintiveness trailing 
in her tones : "One wouldn't wish her not to forget, poor 
lamb, would one? It isn't as if anythin' could bring the 

dear boy back. God knows I ^" 
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For the third time speech failed her. It was really 
impossible to go on so unencouraged. David's silence fell 
upon her like a pall. She was glad to hurry into the car. 

Peggy, sitting very erect on her cob, trotted on with- 
out turning her head. David remained in the porch, 
looking after them, as only a few weeks ago he had stood 
and seen Johnny drive away into the cold mist. He won- 
dered. Would it be as Lady Celia said? Would Peggy 
forget? Would no one remember but himself? And for 
how little a while that might be, unless the stones of Tre- 
owen kept the past in dreams. 



BOOK II 



VIVIANNE 



. . .At though she had a spirit of dead joy 
About her, looked the sorrows of her ways" 

— ^Lionel Johksok. 



A WAIF ON OUR SHORES 

i H,*' said the Kttle Baronne HoUebeke, "how well 
% one is here ! Ah, how it does one good !" 

It was after dinner. The great drawing-room 
Penarth was full of light and flowers; Lady Celia's 
ysanthemums were famous, and electric fittings, art- 
J concealed in the cornices of the ceiling, flung a bril- 
ice like tempered sunshine. She liked to have all the 
its turned on. It was characteristic of her that, in 
d times given to fits of unnecessary economy and to 
petual grievances upon merest trifles, since the whole 
Id was in trouble she was determinedly lavish and 
imistic. 

I think," she proclaimed, **it's everybody's duty to 
er up.'* 

\o she cheered up with charming garments and a per- 
ual succession of guests. 

\he now gave an approving smile to the small Belgian 
Y and, looking charming in sweeping gray satin, took 
iiair opposite her. 

Ihe had had some misgivings in offering hospitality to 
3e distinguished refugees, lest their company should 
ve irremediably depressing. But noblesse oblige, — 
ikneyed but irreplaceable motto! She could not con* 

115 



THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 

template the idea of hanging back when others of her 
position were to the fore; the obligation, moreover, was 
obvious. 

She was agreeably surprised to find that two of the 
three ladies allotted to her Were sprightly young women, 
quite ready to be distracted, and to keep the happy, 
healthy children they had brought with them tactfully in 
the background. The third grown-up member of the 
party — a pale slip of a girl — was indeed silent, and 
looked. Lady Celia thought, dismal. But no one expected 
a jewne file to put herself forward; and this was prob- 
ably the conventional attitude. 

It was the first evening after dinner. Madame HoUe- 
beke was already much impressed by her entertainment 
and frankly said so. ^*0h, my sister and I,'^ she went on, 
*Ve said to ourselves just now, we have a chance— Oh, but 
a chance! You are so good in England to us. But, up 
to this, ces dames put on long faces the moment they 
speak to us. It is their good heart — ^to let us know they 
are sorry for us ; we quite understand. Only," she sighed, 
^4t makes us sad at once. One remembers, on the in- 
stant, all. But here, in a minute, you make us forget. 
Tenez, I have not heard my sister laugh like that since 
— ah, man Dieul — ^ihose days before — before every- 
thing." 

*^0h, we've quite enaugjh over here to make os miser- 
able, too, if we let ourselves go," said Lady Celia in her 
discontented, soft drawL **But why let go? — ^that's what 
I say. Everybody wants distracting and cheering more 
than ever they did. I'm not going to give up having good 
things to eat and seeing my friends and wearing pretty 
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clothes just because we are fighting those horrible Grer- 
mans.'' 

^^Ah, clothes !" echoed Madame HoUebeke, with a moan. 
"Alas ! all my trunks — ^where are they? My sister and I, 
I we have but a few rags." 

Lady Celia surveyed her dreamily. "Very nice rags," 
she said after a pause. She wondered how the effect was 
managed; for, no doubt, the little woman was effective. 
A few black draperies, a wisp of white tulle, a fluffy head, 
a three-cornered face and a row of good pearls. There 
was very little mor.e, but the combination was distinctly 
fascinating. 

"They've got a something," thought the beautiful hos- 
tess. "Not half as good looking as we are — ^little high- 
shouldered things — ^but it sparkles somehow. They tie 
themselves together with an air." 

No doubt the dinner to-night had been gayer than 

usual. The ^^poor refugees" had babbled and cackled 

and enjoyed the good cheer. And old Penpergan and 

her own Sir Gwydyr and that nice, wounded Captain 

Muirhart they had brought with them had been stirred 

to a liveliness unwonted in the Briton. The sisters, she 

noticed, were very like each other, only the Comtei^e de 

Tirlemont was more emphatic. Her hair was Ixlonder 

and fuzzier ; her face had a sharper angle ; she had bigger 

pearls; she was larger altogether, and her manner was 

more exuberant. She was talking very volubly now to 

Grace Caerleon; and, judging by Grace's expression, it 

Was probably about horrors. Well, it might distract 

Grace from perpetually worrying over her husband just 

because he happened to be at the front — and it wasn't 
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a bit of good to begin to worry before bad news came — 
but Lady Celia did not want to catch any word of the 
horrors ; so she began to converse herself to drown them. 

"I said to my husband at the very beginning, *No, I'm 
not going to be economical.' You know what men are, 
how they begin to fuss over things that may never hap- 
pen. I'm just going to spend as much money as ever I 
did. I know there's plenty," she added emphatically, 
*^and I'm really spending a great deal more, of course. 
Money's pouring out — what with the poor Flemish people 
in the village and the hospital we have started for con- 
valescents and all; and having given our London house 
for the wounded, and the things we have to do for my 
husband's corps, and the funds — ^the national funds and 
all our local ones — of course it's pouring! But what I 
feel is — ^Penarth is cheery!" 

"Ah, I believe you!" cried Madame Hollebeke. She 
was glad of the pause to slip in a remark — Lady Celia's 
flow was difficult to interrupt. "Oh, the relief to feel like 
one does here — ^like every day, you know! To be helped 
to forget, not pushed to remember!" 

"Exactly." Lady Celia had a way of rolling her can- 
did golden eyes as she spoke. She rolled them now, a 
smile of approval curling her lips. Then her glance be- 
came fixed and the pleased expression wavered. Her 
lively companion instantly sought explanation. 

Hands folded on her lap, with downcast lids and small, 
set, white face, the girl whom she and her sister had 
brought with them sat apart — ^an image of brooding 
misery. 

**Heml** exclaimed the Baronne, "that is not one who 
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ill help you to forget. What a face ! Oh, she is assom-- 
mtel We had enough of her, I assure you. But what 
)uld we do? We had to take her with us, and the more 
Jcause her father was a relation of my husband. We 
ight to stuff her in a convent. Let us put her into a 
mvent. She can cry there — one can cry very well in a 
mvent. All the nuns will sigh when she cries. It will go 
tautifully. They will all be pleased. But the worst is, 
7 husband made me swear not to lose sight of her. Still 
■in a convent — ^what do you say?" 
"Oh, no,'' drawled Lady CeKa. *Toor thing! Of 
urse, I'm delighted to keep her. We'll cheer her up." 
She spoke without conviction, however; her companion 
omptly chimed in with the tone, not the words, of her 
mark: 

"Ah, no, impossible! How could one expect it? Poor 
rl! All are dead certainly, and that is not the worst! 
id she has seen things." 

The other hesitated, curiosity warring against the dis- 
slination to hear unpleasant things. She glanced once 
)re toward the retired corner where the girl sat in a 
lall, low chair; and, as she looked, interest stirred un- 
pectedly within her. 

Lady Celia did not think Mademoiselle Vivianne de 
Bsselles pretty or attractive; but, on closer examina- 
n, her strangeness caught and held the attention. 
isses of dark red hair, in almost unnatural luxuriance, 
re divided and hung in heavy plaits each side of the 
rrow face. The face itself was bloodless, with an 
ique pallor that did not look unhealthy, but unearthly, 
ough the features were delicate, the expression of the 
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countenance was so rigid that nothing youthful seen 
left. Straight, heavily-marked eyebrows gave a fro? 
ing intensity to eyes which were deeply shadowed abo 
and had the fixed look of one whose thoughts are J 
away. 

^^She reminds me/' said Lady Celia, ^^of an alabas 
statue I have seen in a church somewhere. It had ] 
marble hair — it had," she repeated, as her compani 
laughed shrilly. "I cannot leave her sitting alone 1 
that. It looks so unkind." 

She rose and approached the solitary guest. The | 
got up slowly. Her eyes looked very dark in her p 
face as she turned them on her hostess. 

"Won't you come over and talk to us?" sugges' 
Lady Celia in her most caressing voice. 

"No, thank you, madame." It was a low, deep vo 
th^t spoke, but it was curiously toneless. "If you plea 
I prefer to remain where I am." 

"But you look so lonely," persisted Lady Celia. i 
withdrew, however, before the expression that came ii 
the gaze uplifted to her. Annoyed and discomfited, 
resumed her seat beside the Baronne. The girl sank Ik 
into her former attitude. 

**Marble outside, if you will," cried Madame Ho 
beke, briskly taking up the conversation where it had b 
dropped, "but, underneath, something is devouring I 
If you ask me, I think she rages." 

"Rages?" Lady Celia could not help being interest 
It was true. The look that had driven her away 1 
been inimical, well-nigh fiercely resentful. 

"Ah, U tf a bien de quoi. Think what has happene 

120 



A WAIF ON OUR SHORES 

*TVhat happened?" She was bound to have it in the 
end, she might as well have it now. 

Grace and the Comtesse were laughing, and she herself 
was very comfortable, with a cushion just at the right 
angle, the wood fire burning to perfection; and the Bar- 
onne was amusing. 

"The worst is," cried the latter, lowering her voice, 

"nobody knows really: one only guesses. Of course, one 

kiows the castle was burned, consumed down to the last 

stone. That — Qh, that was a pity! An historic place, 

full of treasures — one of the most beautiful properties 

on the Meuse. The treasures they took away, of course 

—everything they could transport ; and then they burned 

it, as I say, to the last stone. She saw that, the poor 

little Vivianne, when she was in the village. Ah, and the 

^age, too — ^what she saw there! They were like mad 

tlevils, those Germans, because of the first defeats. They 

niade an example. You have heard what happens when 

they make an example — ^men, women and children, old 

*nd young, all pass. What she must have seen !" 

**Did she tell you?" Lady Celia spoke reluctantly. 

"Tell? That one? Not a word. Oh, it was not what 

you call cheery, all those days, with her sitting just as 

you see her now. Ma foi! it makes one feel worse that 

she tells nothing. One would rather she spoke. It gives 

one cold in the back. One feels, you know, that she is 

looking, looking, morning and night, always on — on the 

things/ One sees them there before her. Ugh! That is 

why I say — ^put her in a convent." 

"The things?" repeated Lady Celia, fascinated and 
horrified. The Baronne had a vivid fashion of speaking. 
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Her whole countenance supplemented the vagueness of 
her words so eloquently that the listener began to feel 
something herself of that cold in the back. 

^^The things, man Dieut — ^the things without name." 

There was a deep pause. Lady Celia turned her gaze 
once more on that motionless figure; she began to wish 
that she could *^put it into a convent." What effect 
would this girl have upon her Peggy when the latter re- 
turned from her round of visits? Lady Celia had pre- 
scribed this remedy as infallible against any possible 
continuance of undue regret for Johnny. All the rela- 
tives to whom Peggy had been confided in turn had re- 
ceived the injunction, *'Keep her going." She was to 
return on the morrow; the mother confidently expected, 
cured. But children of that age were so imitative — ^if 
there was going to be such a picture of brooding perpetu- 
ally before her eyes, of course Peggy would start brood- 
ing too. And then, when the girls got together, confi- 
dences might be worse. 

**I hope," cried Lady Celia, with more energy than 
usual, ^Hhat the young lady — ^Sf ademoiselle de Flesselli^ 
— ^won't try and describe those things without name when 
she gets intimate with my girl." 

"She !" Madame HoUebeke gave her little scream. She 
stopped suddenly: from the distance, the object of their 
remarks had raised her eyes and was looking toward the 
sofa. The little woman, disconcerted, moved restlessly 
and seemed unable to recover the thread of the intended 
discourse. 

**C*e$t qu^eUe votis a un regard r^ she murmured. Then, 
bending forward, whispered: "She couldn't have heard, 
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could she? No, impossible. What was I saying? Ah, I 
remember. You have anxieties for your daughter, lest 
Vivianne should talk too much. Oh, it is everything that 
is most naturaL But what can she say, since she knows 

nothing ^' 

"But I thought," helplessly interpolated the mother, 
"you said she had seen — that she was still looking at 
things." 

"Ah, but yes — icoutez! — ^it is just that makes it so 
terrible. No one knows ; she least of all, poor innocent ! 
Bat she feels, she guesses — ^it is that that is killing — ^her, 
the unfortunate ! For us, too, it was killing when we had 
nothing but her. No, never fear; she will not speak — 
ftnd no one can tell what one does not know, anyhow." 

Moderately reassured. Lady Celia kept silent, and 
Madame Hollebeke went on: 

*^I wish she would speak, it would relieve her, pa/wore 
petite. But never, never; not a word. That is how it 
has taken her. Why, not even to us. And, after all, we 
are relations ; she has no one else left, la Tnalheureuse^ who 
can help her. It was the old man who told us all." 
"The old man?" 

"Ah, then, it is evident you know nothing ! Those good 
ladies of the committee, I thought they would have put 
you au couranty but they have so much work, so much 
work in their kind interest about us, they cannot remem- 
ber every one's story, much less write it. Du reste, it is 
not so long, and it is not already so strange. Ah, par 
exemplCy we have taken warning, we others; we do not 
stay in our chateaux to let them come upon us like wild 
beasts. At first, you see, we said: ^It is war; eh bien, 
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tant pis! After all, it is war between civilized people. 
However well our men fight — and they have fought very 
well — ^we know, of course, our little army cannot keep 
them out. Well, they will come, and it will be like in 
other wars — ^the populations will be safe. Ah, well, we 
know now! As for Vivianne — the Chateau de FlesseDes, 
how they burned it, I have told you. How they destroyed 
the village, I have told you, too. They said some one 
had shot at them — the gamekeeper, perhaps, one can 
never tell. In great force they were. And the officer in 
command he was in a fury ; like a devil, as he rode up to 
the great door. The Comtesse de Flesselles, the mother 
of Vivianne, she was there alone to receive them. It was 
the maitre d^hotel^ the old servant born in the family, who 
saved the girl. It was he who told me. Ah, the mother 
was a beautiful woman — a Pole — a Princess Orlenska; 
her husband adored her. He Was my husband's cousin, 
I have told you ; poor fellow, he died and left her a widow, 
quite young. Grande et beUCy and still youthful to look 
at; I admired her more than I can say. Vivianne is not 
like her. The other daughter, she resembled the mother." 

"The other daughter !" There had been a note of emo- 
tion in the speaker's voice over these words which af- 
fected Lady Celia to extreme discomfort. **What hap- 
pened to her?" 

Madame HoUebeke spread out her hands. 

"It is that that is so terrible. Nobody knows. Mon 
Dieu! she was a dream of beauty and grace. When the 
old man — the poor old Fernand — saw how it was with 
those brutes, he fled with la petite. It was after dinner. 
They were all drunk, ces Bosches de malheur. The poor 
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mother, she cried out to him in Walloon : *Run, run with 
VivianneP He got away with her, through the woods, 
into the village, and in the end they reached us. Pauvre 
Femand, he was so faithful, he would not stay with us in 
safety. He left Vivianne in our charge at Ostend, and 
nothing would persuade him but he must return to his 
mistress. He promised to write. But, pas wn mot de lui. 
He is certainly dead too." 

"But the other — ^why couldn't he save both girls at 
least?" Lady Celia heartily wished she had not encour- 
aged the narration. She disliked feeling as she did now^ — 
quite upset; haunted by the thought of the sister left 
behind — the dream of grace and charm — and her un- 
tnown fate. 

"Ah, the poor old man — ^how was it possible? He did 
what he could. The little one was in bed with a cold. 
She lodged in a toureUe. They had not yet got to it; 
they were so occupied below !" 

"And so the mother and the other daughter" — ^Lady 
Celia wanted to get away from the dreadful tale, yet she 
clung still to the faint hope of reassurance — "they can't 
have killed them!" 

Madame HoUebeke's eyes fixed the soft, fair, frowning 
face that bent toward her. Then she said dryly: 

"Better it is not to discuss the things that the Bosches 
do — what is the good? What is done is done. We know 
they are dead, and I, for one, say, thank God !" 

"Things — things!" Lady Celia got up — the opening 
of the door and the appearance of the gentlemen gave 
her the opportunity. "Things, horrid word; I shall 
never be able to bear it again," she thought. 
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Lord Penpergan entered, smilmg and rubbing his 
bands ; bis prominent eyes staring expressionless in front 
of bim. Sir Gwydyr's loud laugb rang oat. He fol- 
lowed, holding the wounded gonner by the arm. Lady 
Caerleon, Lord Penpergan's daughter-in-law, rose unob- 
trusively to make room for their host beside Madame de 
Tirlemont. She had noticed the direction in which bis 
eyes had wandered. 

**Gracie, dear,'* said Lady Celia — she had cleverly 
maneuvered the old lord beside the Baronne, having re- 
solved to retain the soldier for herself — ^'Sron't you give 
us a little music?" 

Lady Caerleon went dreamily to the piano. She was 
one of those tall, white^skinned, slender creatures that 
are so distinctly, unmistakably English — ^the kind of 
woman who instantly evokes the simile of ^^lily" in the 
minds of her admirers. She had many admirers of bofb 
sexes, for she was a mystic, soulful being, who saw noth- 
ing but the most poetic side of life, and that with a tinge 
of pathos. Men found her adorably womanly; women 
regarded her as typifying their noblest possibilities. She, 
too, had wanted the soldier, not — as in the case of Celia 
Morgan — ^because he was young and good to look at and 
pleasant, but because, her whole heart being with her 
husband in the trenches in Flanders, she was longing to 
hear more of that strange, terrible life. To speak of him 
at all was the only joy she knew at present; to discuss 
him with one who had recently seen him was rapture. 
Nevertheless, being rather better bred than her genera- 
tion, she merely inclined her head with a little smile, went 
over to the Bechstein, and let her long fingers glide Ian* 
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guorously into a piece of Debussy. It was chosen with 
tact. There was nothing to evoke emotion in the delicate 
elfin, almost human, inspiration. 

Lady Celia, standing with her back to Vivianne, resting 
one hand on the chimneypiece, and alternately warming 
each silk-shod foot in its silver slipper, with a liberal dis- 
play of ankle — ^the modem woman is nothing if not nat- 
ural — ^let her eyes rest contentedly upon Captain Muir- 
hart, who stood beside her, his back to the fire, fully satis- 
fied also with his position. As the music began the two 
little Belgians uttered the simultaneous exclamation of 
**Ah, how charming !** folded their plump, manicured 
hands, and assumed pious attitudes of attention. But 
before the twentieth bar had been reached, subdued con^ 
versation broke out from both sofas, and presently gig- 
gles and chatter. 

Lady Celia's desire to keep Penarth "cheery" was cer- 
tainly successful. Had it not been for the black sling 
in which the soldier's left arm was suspended, and for the 
motionless figure in the comer behind the chimneypiece, 
the war might very well have been non-existent. Her own 
attitude by the hearth, however, effectively screened Vivi- 
anne from sight. She had no remorse in leaving her thus 
isolated, for the snub she had received had evoked an 
unconscious resentment. Lady Celia, when she conde- 
scended, was accustomed to a different reception. 

"No good my going on bothering the poor little crea- 
ture," she thought, as she turned her back upon her. 
**Pm afraid she's really heart-broken, and it's dreadfully 
sad, but what can I do? I wonder if she wouldn't really 
be happier in the convent?" 
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^'Ah, how delicious !" cried Madame de Tirlemont, sud- 
denly aware, in a pause of her own loquacity, that the 
agreeable stimulant of gentle sound had come to an «id. 

"That is lovely, Gracie, dear. Do go on P' cooed Ladj 
Celia. 

Lord Penpergan, who was a little deaf, was grinding 
out information to Madame HoUebeke. 

"Don't think there's a house in the county hasn't suf- 
fered somehow. My own boy is somewhere out there, all 
the boy I've got. Makes one a bit jumpy. Terrible lot 
of only sons hit, you know.*' 

"Ah !" The Baronne was pulling out the chou of tulle 
on her plump chest. Old gentlemen rather bored her, 
and she was not going to depress herself over English 
losses. 

"That's my boy's wife," Lord Penpergan went on. He 
jerked his thumb over his shoulder in the direction of the 
piano. His prawn-like gaze was fixed earnestly on his 
companion's indifi^erent face. It never dawned upon him 
that she was not absorbed in his discourse, since the 
punctuating ejaculations never failed. "It's hard on her, 
poor girl ! They are extremely attached. But we are no 
worse off than our neighbors. Same all oyer England, 
you may say. There's her father, for instance" — ^the 
indicating thumb now turned toward Lady CeliaT— "old 
friend of mine, the Duke of Ross-shire." 

"Ah!" — there was more liveliness in the interjection 
this time; so Lady Celia was the daughter of a duke! 
Once again Madame HoUebeke congratulated herself: 
^^Comme nous sommes bien torribeesr* She began pen- 
sively to contemplate the stately figure by the hearth. 
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**A real aristocrat," she reflected; "one sees it at once.** 
She wondered where her intimate rival of the recent Os- 
tend season might have found shelter. In some quite 
middle-class establishment, like as not. She must really 
write to that poor Mathilde. 

*^Ha, ha, ha! Good that, isn't it? But that's what he 
said. I saw the letter myself. Now you know, madame, 
that's what I call typical. A lot of silly stuff written in 
the papers about recruiting — our slackness and all that, 
you know — calculated to give a false impression. You 
tell your fellows out in Belgium what I've just told you. 
That'll show 'em the spirit of the nation." 

A moment Madame Hollebeke stared wild-eyed. But 
she was not one to be taken at a disadvantage. 

"AJh, repeat it to me again !" she said, bending forward 
with a wide smile. "I am so stupid with the English. 
Let me make no mistake." 

Lord Penpergan chuckled. "I saw the letter myself, 
Duke of Ross-shire wrote to Gwydyr Morgan — ^her 
father, you know — *Here I am,' that's what he said; 
^all my sons are gone, all my men are gone; here I am 
alone with one unsound horse.' Meant, you see, they'd 
taken all his horses too, what? Isn't that it, CeliaP" 

Lady Celia had caught the sound of the paternal name. 
She now, in her turn, narrated the anecdote to Captain 
Muirhart. On the other side of the room, Sir Gwydyr 
interpolated a remark on the subject of commandeered 
horses. They all had to speak loudly because Lady Caer- 
leon had begun to play again. 

"People, about here are wanting to know what they 
are to do about hunting. I say, where ar^ the horses — 
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eh, Penpergan? Ah, if you'd been here last winter, now, 
we'd have shown you a pretty lut of sport. I say, Muir- 
hart, that reminds me — do you know what happened here 
last winter? A couple of Grerman fellows came down, 
keen on hunting — ^by way of it, at least. Why, we put 
one of them up ourselves, didn't we, Celia? Smart chap, 
too; had been in the — ^what d'you call them? — the Cross- 
bone Hussars. What was his name? Amelius, that's it 
— ^Baron yon Amelius. Jove ! if the chap didn't buy a lot 
of nags all over the place. Neighbor of ours — capital 
chap— rgot a splendid stud-farm, made a fine thing of it 
too, or thought he did, then, what? Well, he sold, at his 
own price, anyhow, don't know how many horses to those 
two beggars. Sharp lot they are, cut both ways, you 
see — more horses for them, less horses for us. By the 
way, Celia, there's a rumor David's back at Treowen, 
wounded." 

Lady Celia's face clouded over, and Lord Penpergan 
struck in: 

^Sad thing, that was; sad thing! As nice a boy as 
ever I'd like to see." 

^^ou mean Johnny?" said she. Her voice was trou- 
bled. 

^^our godson, wasn't he? He was always here, any- 
way. GadP' — Lord Penpergan was one of the few old 
gentlemen left in England who still said '"Gad."— <'Gad ! 
I never cross the threshold of this house but I don't 
think of poor little Johnny Owen." 

That memory, so tragic by reason of its very bright- 
ness, cast a shadow and a silence upon the room. The 
Bdgian ladies, with their natural intuitiveness, fell re- 
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spectfully dumb too, and assumed an air of melancholy 
which, perhaps, was never so distant as they would fain 
have made it appear. 

Grace Caerleon's music thus had the room to itself. 
She had wandered from Debussy to one of the most deli- 
cately gay of Chopin's waltzes. It might have been ap- 
propriate enough to the ghost of Johnny, but it certainly 
added poignantly to the pathos of the evocation. There 
was a sigh that was almost a moan from behind Lady 
Celia, followed by the dull sound of a fall. 

^'Good heavens!" cried Captain Muirhart, springing 
forward, forgetful of his wound, as Lady Celia, startled, 
drew back. "The young lady's fainted." 

There was a general movement. Baronne HoUebeke 
explained, as she slipped her arm under the young livid 
head, *^The poor child, it is the dance music. It stirs one 
to the heart to hear the waltz. I myself, I could cry out 
the eyes of my head." 

It was not so easy, after all, to banish the war from 
Penarth ! 
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SHRINES OF LOST LOVES 



*V T THEN Peggy came back from her visits Lady 
^y^ Celia congratulated herself upon the success 
of her prescription. 

^She does not look like a wilted snowdrop any more, 
thought the mother. ''She's got her pretty color back; 
and, thank goodness, she's given up dragging her feet 
along the ground and staring across the taUe at 
nothing?' 

The girl, indeed, seemed disposed to take up her life 
again as if no crushing sorrow had fallen upon her. There 
was, perhaps, something feverish in the activity with 
which she flung herself into the occupations provided to 
her hand by the war. At any other time Lady Celia 
might have been exasperated by the fact that her daugh- 
ter was out of the house practically from morning till 
night ; starting off in the early mom with her own little 
car, which she drove herself, she spent the first days after 
her return between the refugees and the wounded, the vil- 
lage and the hospitaL As it was, however, not only was 
Peggy apparently cheerful in her self-imposed tasks, but 
by reason of them she was brought into the least possible 
contact with Vivianne. In fact, they only met at meals, 
and Lady Celia rejoiced that it should be so. 
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Such a state of affairs could hardly continue, of 
course; when Peggy had been nearly a week at home the 
inevitable drawing together of the two girls at last came 
About in the most natural way in the world. 

It was a hopeless afternoon of wind and rain, and even 
Peggy's intrepidity quailed before venturing out in the 
open car. She turned her energies to the amusement of 
the Belgian children, while Lady Celia spent a laborious 
hour after lunch in endeavoring to do likewise with their 
oiammas. Self-sacrifice, however, not being that lady's 
strong point, she soon discovered that she had pressing 
correspondence to attend to. Coming upstairs to the 
haven of her own boudoir, she paused to listen to Peggy's 
laughter in the great corridor just above her. It rang 
out clear and sweet, and the mother paused to listen: the 
sound was music to her ear. 

But as she reached the landing, the little HoUebeke 
boy, who was being chased by his cousins, tripped and 
fell, and instantly set up a dismal howling. Peggy and 
the Flemish nurse rushed to rescue and console, but, 
though more injured in his feelings than in his anatomy. 
Chariot refused to be pacified and continued to roar 
lustily. He was a fat, squat child, with hair in long ring- 
lets, unattractively attired in a black velvet tunic. 

"Good gracious!" exclaimed Lady Celia, who found 
the noise and sight alike distasteful. "Can't you take 
them to the schoolroom, Peggy? I thought I had given 
orders they were to play in the schoolroom." 

*^The schoolroom, mother?" Peggy stood suddenly 
rigid; her face, flushed with running, grew white. "I 
won't have them in the schoolroom. I can't." 
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"My dear child !" — ^Lady Celia's fair brow became cor- 
rugated. If Peggy was going to take a dislike to the 
children, it would be very complicated and tiresome. 
What a pity they had ever asked refugees with families! 

"I must have the schoolroom to myself. Mother, it 
isn't too much to ask." 

The break in her voice, the shifting color on her face, 
the shadow in her eyes were revelatory. Lady Celia 
understood. "She wants to sit in that room and hug aQ 
her memories of that poor boy," she thought. ^*0h, dear, 
I had hoped she was getting over it, and it's really quite 
as bad as ever!" She was too shrewd, however, to press 
the point. Peggy must be let down easily, helped to for- 
get, not stimulated to remember. 

"Of course, dear, keep the schoolroom to yourself." 
Her tone expressed surprise at such a fuss about noth- 
ing. "Poor little girlie, then," she went on, extending 
a long white finger in the direction of the screaming 
child, "what's the matter with it?" # 

"It's a boy," said Peggy, struggling against an inclina- 
tion to laugh and cry together. 

"A boy, is it? Does that woman speak English? No? 
What a blessing! — ^A hideous child!" 

She cast a bewitching smile at the unconscious Fleming, 
patted Peggy's arm, and passed nonchalantly on, in re- 
ality more disturbed than she cared to admit to herself. 
"I'm going to have trouble with Peggy," she thought. 
"I wish I'd never had the weary boy about the place. 
But h^ow could one tell? It would have done so nicely — 
Treowen, backed by the coal mines. I couldn't have 
wanted anything better for her. And Johnny was a dear 
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I feBow." Lady CeKa's eyes misted. "It is all this hor- 
rible war — ^this wicked, cruel warP' Underneath her 
spoiled ways, her worldly wisdom, her caprice, she had 

\ a motlier's heart; and it ached for Peggy. 

The schoolroom at Penarth was large and airy. It had 
a pleasant shabbiness — ^first, because Lady Celia, who was 
fond of putting her decisions in the form of questions, 
had sensibly asked: *^What was the use of spending 
money on doing up things for the children to make hay 
of?" And, secondly, because, when Peggy's two irre- 
pressible brothers developed into Eton boys, the girl had 
"1 declined to have any alteration made in the familiar sur- 
|; Foundings. Little flowers of sentiment bloomed shyly and 
apart in her mind — ^the kind of blossom that the wind 
of common sense blights and the tread of materialism 
crushes to nothing. So Peggy guarded them very care- 
fully; in odd comers, as it were. Now this room had 
become more than ever sacred to her, for it was here 
that Johnny and she had romped and played and fought 
"^iind kissed from childhood. It was here that she had 
come in the first horrible days of blind grief to cry her 
heart out. In the corner cupboard she had locked away 
every relic she could lay her hands upon. The school- 
room was the haunt of Peggy's love story. There was 
&ot a creaking wicker chair of them all, but Johnny had 
once filled it. On the old faded sofa, with the hole in 
the middle whelre the springs had given way, he had held 
her embraced — Oh, that little while ago. — on his last 
^sit, while they read out of the same book and shared 
ft packet of burnt chocolate. Childish as the memories 
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were, they were connected with feelings rooted in Peggy's 
very being. 

Her young sorrow seemed to break over her afresh 
like a wave as she ran along the passage to her sanctum. 
She thought longingly of casting herself on the old sofa^ 
burying her face in the big green pillows and yielding 
herself to the relief of tears. It is the little things that 
are the hardest to endure when the heart is aching; she 
would have been capable of going to her lover's funeral 
dry-eyed. 

She opened the door, then stood rooted on the thresh- 
old, staring. 

There was some one already on the old sofa — some one 
weeping, cast face downwards, just as she had meant to 
fling herself. She caught the sound of a low moan, but 
as she entered it was hushed. The figure lay quite still. 
She knew those long, copper-red plaits and the shabby 
black garments — ^it was the strange girl, Vivianne de 
Flesselles, with whom she had made hitherto such yery 
perfunctory acquaintance. Vivianne was not an easy 
person to make friends with, and Peggy was sensitive to 
rebufiF. Her first sensation now was one of overwhelming 
indignation. It was evident the schoolroom had been 
already handed over to these visitors — and how like her 
mother not to say so ! That was a way of dealing she 
hated: seeming to give in and all the while not mean' 
ing it. But the next minute the rigid misery expressed 
by that prone figure, the echo of the moan in her ears, 
stirred Peggy to profound pity. She felt instinctively 
that here was a harder, more cruel grief than her own. 

She closed the door and came slowly up to the sofa* 
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"Mademoiselle!" 

Vivlanne shuddered and sat up. Peggy was frightened 
at the deathlike pallor of the face. 

"Can I do anything for you?" she murmured, awe- 
struck. Why, the girl could hardly be older than her- 
self — those long hanging plaits spoke still of school- 
room days — but Peggy felt her infinitely removed, aged 
by experiences which kill youth. The eyes that were 
slowly turned upon her were tearless. She had not the 
clue to the mystery that filled them, but she guessed it 
sinister. 

"I want nothing, thanks," said Vivianne, after a pause. 
She spoke perfect and fluent English, yet to speak at all 
seemed an effort; her voice sounded so horribly tired, 
Peggy thought that she could hardly bear to listen to it. 
Like the expression in the shadowed eyes, it was piteously 
out of keeping with the exile's years. 

Though she had hardly ever known what it was to be 
timid, Peggy found herself helpless and benumbed before 
this self-concentrated, dreadful sorrow. She had been 
told how Viv^anne's mother and sister had been reported 
dead — slain by the Grermans; and though she recognized 
to the full the agony of this loss she felt her own grief 
to be even more intimately tragic. Surely two hearts so 
cruelly stricken ought to be in sympathy with each other, 
yet she could not find a single phrase to clothe the pity 
^^i the understanding that was in hers. Vivianne's hand 
looked bloodless, like ivory; it lay cold in her clasp, and 
presently was drawn slowly from the friendly pressure. 
^Sgy felt desperately that she must break down the 
barrier. It was intolerable to her to see this misery and 
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not be able to get at it somehow. The thought that had 
just passed through her mind leaped into words : 

^^Why do you turn from me? I, too, have lost what 
I loved. I have lost more than youf 

The other flung her a darkling glance. 

**How have you lost more than I?'* 

**0h, I know," cried Peggy, ^Srhat terriUe, terrible 
sorrow yours is — ^I ought not to say it is less than mine; 
your lost ones were your nearest and dearest." 

"Of whom are you speaking?" 

"Oh, dear Vivianne, of your poor, poor mother and 
sister." 

The girl drew back to the farthest comer of the sofa. 
Her pale face grew so much paler yet that Peggy was 
afraid she might faint again; she had heard what had 
happened the other night. 

"Oh, what is it — ^what can I do? Vivianne P' 

*^You understand nothing, you know nothing. Yon 
don't know what I think or what I feel." She put both 
her hands to her heart, pressing them as if to still an in- 
tolerable pain. "All that any one can do, to be kind, is 
to leave me alone." 

To leave her alone — ^that was just what seemed in- 
human, impossible! 

"Indeed, I can understand. Better than any one, I 
think." It cost Peggy a great effort to go on speaking 
of her own trouble. She had the reticence of all really 
profound natures; the horror of a touch upon her wound. 
Nevertheless, her sorrow called out impetuously to the 
other sorrow. "My heart is broken too; I have lost all 
I care tor.^* 
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A kindling of interest came into the brooding eyes. 

"I am sorry," said Vivianne. 

Peggy bit her lips. Tears had been gathering ever 
since her return. She had come in here to shed them in 
peace ; now, at her own words, her heart rose. She strug- 
gled fiercely for self-control. The air of life had deep- 
ened in Vivianne's expression ; even her voice had lost its 
dull note ; it had gathered a music in its deep tones which 
quite finished little Peggy, who covered her face and wept 
with rending sobs. 

For a while the exile sat motionless and let her 
companion's grief storm. But presently she spoke 
again. 

"He is dead, then?'* 

Peggy nodded and sought blindly for her handker- 
chief. It was only when the Belgian exclaimed harshly: 
**Ahf que vous etes heureuser* that the torrent was ar- 
rested. 

Startled, Peggy turned her quivering face. 

*^It is you who have not understood. I hate talking 
of it, but to you I feel I must. He was just everything 
to me. We were going to be married when we were old 
enoughs We always cared for each other. And 

now *^ She broke off. The fact went with her night 

and day, and yet it was agony to set it down in speech. 

"He is dead,'* said Vivianne again. **I knew at once 
it was that. I say again, you are happy." 

Peggy drew away. It was both cruel and mad to say 
such things. 

"I say you are happy," said Vivianne for the third 
time. 
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When Lady Celia had declared she was like a marUe 
statue, Madame Hollebeke had answered that fire would 
be found under the marble. Vivianne was, indeed, now 
as a creature of fire. The very whiteness of her skin 
became ardent; her eyes shot wild light; her voice 
quivered like a flame as the words sprang in broken, leap- 
ing phrases. 

"I said you are happy; I repeat it. You have stiD 
your own — ^your lover, he is still your own — ^you have 
not lost him ; he will always be your own. He died while 
he loved you. Oh, what happiness! Love always yours, 
love that you can cherish. But I — ^I ^^ 

Again her vividly moving hands were clasped and 
pressed against her heart. ^^It is I who have lost tittj- 
thing. My mother, my sister — Oh, I do not know; I 

know nothing, but it is terror. It is like When J 

went through our village I saw — I will not tell you what 
I saw, you are too little. But it is not the worst. Below 
the steps of the church there was a heap of something* 
It was covered with sheets, and there was blood on the 
sheets. That was worse than anything I saw — that heap> 
because it was covered. That is what I feel aU the time 
about my mother and sister. It is like that — ^a heap 
covered with a sheet, with blood on the sheet. No one will 
ever lift that sheet for me. I don't want it lifted. ^ 
shall never look under it. And yet that is not the worst! 
I could have borne it, since they are dead. But I am 
alive, and I go on living, and — Oh, there was one, too, 
for me, and he is living, and I wish he were dead or that 
I was. That he should be living and 1 — and we as we 
are! Oh, my God, I gave my heart, like you! I loved 
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hin; it was always understood we were there each for 
the other. I, too, have lost — ^lost !" 
"Oh, poor VivianneP' 

"No, don't touch me ! He " 

IShe broke off in her turn. She could not put the utter- 
ttiost of her sorrow into words. She lifted her clasped 
liands to her throat as if she were strangling. 

"He is a prisoner — ^wounded, maimed perhaps!" Peg- 
gy's tender spirit was groping for the real point of 
Anguish. 

"Ah!" cried the other with a cry that was almost a 
Scream, "wounded, maimed, I would have adored him. It 
^ould have been joy — a joy as beautiful as my first 
dream — ^to have devoted my life to him. No, no. He 
^as not fighting. He never thought of fighting. It is not 
that. You have only to read what I give you, and you 
will ask no more. Read, I say." Passion suddenly fell 
from her. The gray ash of desolation seemed to settle 
again over the fire. She snatched an envelope from out 
of the folds of her blouse and flung it on Peggy's lap. 
**Read the telegram first, the letter afterwards. All is 
there." 

Peggy had been as much taken aback by this explosion 
of rage and grief as she had been chilled by the former 
mood. She could find nothing to say. Half reluctantly, 
half curiously, she spread open on her knee the blue sheet 
and read its printed line of tape. The message ran thus, 
in French: 

Regret infinitely impossible come desolated atrociois 
news affectionate sympathy. Ladislas. 
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Peggy lifted her fringed eyelids to gaze blankly at her 
companion. 

"Read the letter," said Vivianne between her teeth. 
^^I do not know why I am showing these things to jon, 
you're only a child and I'm old — old ! Bat you have a 
sorrow, a real sorrow. I must tell some one — ^it's killing 



me.*' 



She wrung her hands and, thrusting them between 
her knees, sat staring before her. Peggy drew the 
letter out of its envelope. Perhaps she would understand 
now. 

It was also in French, written on thick, creamy paper, 
stamped with a gold coronet and the address — ^^Talazzo 
Goldoni, Venice." 

My very dear LirrLBi Cousin, — I supplement my tele- 
gram by a few words, though they are indeed difficult to 
write. What can one say? It is too horrible. My dear^ 
good aunt and sweet, beautiful Natacha ! No, I refuse to 
believe it. There are things which are impossible. I feel 
sure, by the time you receive this, you will have heard 
different tidings. At the worst they can only be in prison. 
How thankful I am, at least, that you have escaped and 
are in such excellent, safe care. 

I remember Madame Hollebeke very well from my last 
visit to you. She gave me the impression of a charming 
person. Pray present her my homage. I wish, indeed, that 
I could come to you as you request. Beside the difficulty 
which the journey presents at present, I am xmfortunately 
in the complete impossibility, as I wired to you, of leaving 
Venice now. My dear little cousin, I am in the middle 
of my opera. You know I must place art — ^art — above 
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everything else. Do not forget to keep me informed of 
events. I shall be anxious if I d6 not hear. 

Always believe in the old affection of your devoted 
cousin — Laslo. 

Peggy read, pausing once or twice to con a phrase over 
again. Then she folded the letter and put it, with the 
telegram, back in the envelope. Her cheeks were scarlet; 
indignation quivered in her voice. 

"You asked him to come to you, to your help — ^the 
man you were engaged to — ^and he answers you like this?" 

Vivianne snatched the paper from her hand with a 
laugh that sounded, Peggy thought, much worse than 
her angry cry, her sad moan. 

"I wrote to him, yes : letter upon letter. I don't know 
how many. What was it you said to me of your dead 
friend just now? He was everything to you, you were 
going to be married when you were old enough, you had 
always loved each other? That was your story — ^that 
was mine. At least I thought so till — till I got these. 
Do you wonder now that I told you you were happy?'* 

"Oh, what can I say?" exclaimed Peggy. "It is dread- 
ful." She felt words so inadequate that she began to 
stammer. "You did not know; you believed in him." 

**As I believed in God." 

Vivianne's strange, deep voice had lost its ring of 
music. It sounded, the listener thought, harsh as the 
voice of despair itself. 

**Now it's all gone. I can't believe in God any more. 
How can I? After what I have seen, what is hidden, what 
I know, how cam, I believe? There is no mercy, tbat^ 
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is no truth. No mercy anywhere, no truth or pity in 
any man. There can be no God!'' 

"Oh — don't say such things." Peggy flung her anus 
round the tense figure. "I said them too, once. I was 
wrong. God is there; there behind it all. Have faith- 
it's the only thing that helps. I got back my love when 
I got back to God." 

The other did not stir. She spoke, scarcely moving 
her lips, in the same unnatural voice : 

**Pour moi, U v^y a plus que VenferJ"* 
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DAVXD sat in the oak parlor, in the old chair which 
' had been placed on the window dais. He would 
sit here most days, looking out across the f amil- 
^^i" landscape with dreamy eyes. It was brisk, clear, 
'^osty weather; the brief sunshine of the November mid- 
^*y lay on every tint of gold and russet where the valley 
spread, from the deep note of the bracken to the pale 
^«tme of the larch. The far hills were cut like jewels 
gainst the sky, Pen-y-fal emerging like some dream 
'^eak, a golden spear-head out of the placid curving lines 
^f tiie horizon. In the middle distance stretched the 
t^ch woods, softly purple. 

Never, thought the master of Treowen, had his home 
looked more beautiful. 

He had dreaded the return indescribably, but now that 

he was here it was a kind of peace he found, after all. 

▼Vith the breaking of his superb physical strength the 

Passionate intensity of his feelings had for the time 

Subsided. After the days of carnage, the ceaseless 

clangor, the accumulated excitement, the horrors that had 

WPeted his senses, every sense was in its turn to find balm 

^t Treowen. To have the fresh, clean air in his nostrils, 

ftagrant from the woods, exquisitely pure in the first 
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frosts — ^he that without respite had breathed the stenches 
of fire and death ! — ^to gaze out, as he was doing now, on 
a land unscarred, on prosperity instead of destruction, 
on nature cherished instead of outraged ; to let the silence 
wrap him round, bathing ears tortured by the scream of 
the shells, by the thunder of guns, the rattle of musketry, 
the shouts, the groans, and lull nerves which had been 
racked by the concussions in the rent air — what a heal- 
ing! 

He still heard these alarums in his sleep, and wouU 
wake vibrating. And then it was almost unbelievable 
to find the wonderful stillness about him, the great envel- 
oping peace that stretched and spread for miles into the 
night; to know that his own land lay without, his woods 
and his fields and the coimtry beyond serene in the dark- 
ness — ^inviolate* 

Those three weeks between the hour when he had leaped 
upon the quay at Havre and that other hour when he 
had been swung, semi-conscious, into the hospital ship, 
seemed as if cut out of his real life. He looked back as 
upon a stranger upon the being who had fought and 
charged and pursued, who had crouched in the trenches 
through days that seemed endless, and crawled night long, 
inch by inch, to spring and slay at dawn; who had held 
the strength and lives of his men by sheer force of will 
against overwhelming odds; who had become a byword 
for ferocity even to his own side. Yonder had been a 
fighter, reckless, daring, exulting in slaughter, sullea and 
apart from his comrades* He had had nothing in com- 
mon with David the shepherd, the man of peace, whose 
thoughts had been all of the kindly things of life: the 
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increase of his flocks, the nurture of his soil, the well- 
being of his dependents ; who had sought for his strayed 
lambs and carried them back to the fold ; who had had no 
dearer project than to work and give up all for his 
brother. 

The David he had now found was yet another man. 

Wrath, lust of vengeance had fallen from his spirit as a 

cloak that is cast. It had been a phase of anguish ; even 

the gentlest creature will strike out^ when its brooid is 

hart Now there had come upon him a quietude which 

was altogether new to him. He had never before known 

A quiet heart since the full responsibility of life had been 

laid on his shoulders. Always he had had an anxiety. 

So much had depended upon him; if he had failed it 

Would have meant suffering for another existence dearer 

than his own. The more strenuously he had accumulated 

Work, the more apprehension had gathered. He had 

striven and fretted, even in prosperity. Now there was 

nothing to fret about, no one to strive for any more. Let 

the winds blow and the rain stream, Johnny would be 

neither cold nor wet, neither richer nor poorer. There 

Vas no more to lose ; the end of grief was reached. 

^^I shall sleep to-night," says the old mother who has 
lost her last son, in ^^Riders to the Sea." ^^I can rest at 
taat," was what the wounded man felt as he sat, hour after 
hour, gazing out on the lands of Treowen, yonder away 
where he had toiled so hard, where he would toil never 
again. 

It is a singular freec^om that the strong spirit finds 
when the supreme sacrifice has been accomplished. But 
it is a freedom akin to that of death. To desire no mote^ 
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to fear no more — ^the human being who reaches this point 
is either a saint of God or one of His most stricken crea- 
tures. 

• ••••• 

Peggy, rowing that she would not be a moment, left 
Vivianne to wait in the car, slipped round by the old 
tower, through the back courtyard, into the kitchen. Old 
Nanny, standing by the table, tossing dough, clapped her 
befloured hands together. 

** Colon fetch! And, indeed, is it you? And, indeed, 
I was thinking it is coming our way you'd be. There's 
lonely he is, the master." 

Peggy's face was set, the pretty color had gone from 
her cheek. This return to Treowen was hard, and she 
felt that she could bear Nanny least of all. She came 
over to the old woman and kissed her hurriedly, standing 
behind her not to see the pitiful quiver of the withered 
face. 

As Nanny had called out in surprise, rosy Madlen cane 
hurrying in from the scullery. To Peggy's intense aston- 
ishment she was accompanied by a fat, smiling child of 
some three years who — ^white cap, round, red cheeks, long 
blue skirts, tight little bodice and all — ^might have rolled 
out of a canvas of Grerard Dow. 

"Why, Nanny, where on earth did that Dutch dump- 
ling come from?" 

"Dear Lord, Miss Peggy hach^ there's glad I am ! Ach 
y fi, Treowen has been the sad and lonely house since last 
you were in it. But what's the good of talking, whatever? 
Talk will never bring the dead to life. And, indeed, Miss 
Peggy, it's looking for you I have been, and the master 
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home a week! Indeed, yes, yes. And it's the little girl 
you'll be wondering at? Poor lamb, it gives me the pain 
in my heart whiles to see her laugh the way she does ; and 
her the poor lost babe, whatever; worse than motherless, 
you may say." 

Peggy, with a strange, fixed smile and sad eyes, stood 
regarding the child, who chuckled humorously as she 
toddled forward, one fat hand grasping Madlen's apron, 
the other brandishing a piece of bread and jam. 

^^t's a little Belgian, I suppose? Poor atom! Has 
it got nobody? And how did it come here?" 

"And, indeed. Miss Peggy, it would scald your tender 
heart to hear the story. Didn't they that are looking 
after yonder unhappy refugee creatures put her and the 
poor woman, her mother, down at Bwlchlin with Mrs. 
Jones, whatever. And didn't the woman go crazy out 
and out and have to be taken to the asylum? Ach y "fit 
And happening to be passing the day, I offered to take 
the little child in here, Mrs. Jones, she had to go with 
the woman to — ^to the place where they were taking her — 
for, to be sure, it's the kind heart she has. The poor 
crazy thing was scared of every one and she would not let 
one of them move her or touch her but Mrs. Jones her- 
self, having known her before the fit came on. And so, 
indeed, it was I took the child then for a day or two, so to 
speak." 

Here the small person in question gave a hilarious 
shout, executed a shuffle with great energy on the kitchen 
flags, and waved her jam trophy. Peggy laughed, with a 
lump in her throat. 
** what's going to become of her?" she asked. 
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"Now, there's a tale for you ! The master is set on 
keeping her. Indeed, yes, yes ; that is, without the poor 
creature in the asylum come to herself again, which, the 
Lord knows, may never be. The master takes great no- 
tice of her.'* 

Peggy put out her hand and gently touched the top of 
the white-capped head ; then she turned away. 

"I suppose I may go up to him, Nanny? You mustn't 
leave the bread, I know. I'll find my way." 

"He is sitting by the window. Miss Peggy, as usual. 
Doctor Evans has just been, whatever. Ach y fi, there's 
bad it is, that good right arm of the master's. And Doc- 
tor Evans was saying, as he went out. Miss Peggy, that 
it's never like he'll be able to use it again. Well, well) 
indeed the Lord gives and takes. There's bad, sure ; but 
there's good also, for he'll not be let go fight again, the 
master." 

^^I am going to him this minute," said the girl. 

She ran quickly through the echoing hall and up the 
great stairs, lest the lurking memories should close about 
her and overwhelm her. At the door of the oak parlor she 
paused, drew a long breath and entered. She advanced 
so softly that it was not till she was quite close to him 
that David became aware of her presence. 

They looked at each other in a long silence whidi 
neither seemed able to break. She was shocked at the 
alteration she found in him. The David she remembered 
was a bronzed, hardy, active man, with an air of chal- 
lenging strength and determination, one who seemed to 
have nothing in common with the languid invalid who now 
laj hack in the arm-chair, who turned upon her this pale, 
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wasted face and those vaguely apprehending eyes, with 
their depth of settled sadness. She would have had it in 
her to cry out like a child: "Oh, David, this can't be 
youP' 

At last a faint smile came to his lips and a gentle 
light to his gaze. 

^7eggy !" he said, and tried to rise, supporting himself 
on his left hand. 

"Oh, don't move," she implored; and, as he fell back 
not unwillingly, she advanced awkwardly and put her 
hand into his unwounded one. Her ga^e was fixed on the 
bandaged arm tied to his breast* 

"Does it huTt?" she asked. 

**Nothing to speak of." 

She sat down on the window-seat. Between them lay 
the consciousness of that other hurt for which there was 
no remedy. Both swerved from the thought of touching 
upon it. 

^^I only found out you were back here this morning. 
Father said he had been to see you, and told me how you 
were hit, and everything. Mother was angry ; she didn't 
want me to know ; she kept it from me on purpose." 

David had no need to ask why. He looked wistfully 
at Johnny's little sweetheart. On his side he foimd a 
change in her: it grew more distinct every moment. It 
was as if some radiance had been extinguished, some 
spring of youth broken. She had fallen into a listless 
posture ; her gaze wandered and came back to him ; then 
she smiled at him — ^and it was that smile, more than any- 
thing else, that marked the immense distance her soul had 
traversed. 
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^I do not ibmk l^^ggj will forget, in spite of her 
mother,'' be thougjit. And thongh he did not wish ber 
bright years clouded, be could not help being g^sd. As if 
she had read what was in his mind, she said slowly: 

^Mother may do what she likes ; ifs no use, nothing will 
change me." 

**Peggy dear, you're too young to say that." 

She jerked her head with her old defiance. ^^That's got 
nothing to do with it ; but I keep my counseL" Then die 
smiled again, beautifully and tenderly, so that she seemed 
to him a child no more, 

"Johnny's brother," she said, "you and I know." 

There was once again a silence. Secretly their spiritB 
communed. 

"I'm not unhappy," she said after a while. "Are you? 
At least," she corrected herself, "now that I have seen 
real unhappiness, I know that I am not. I shall go want- 
ing all my life; but Fd rather have that, rather miss 
Johnny as I do, carry this sorrow of him — Oh, it ik 
sacred and precious — ^than have been without it." 

David pondered over her words. He had once thouj^t 
Johnny and Peggy such futile, frivolous beings, creatures 
as pretty and as irresponsible as a pair of twittering 
birds. Since then he had learned what a gallant and 
delicate spirit Johnny had concealed under his fantastic 
attitude ; now in the petulant girl he was finding a deep 
womanhood* 

"You see," repeated she, "I can't feel as if Fd lost 
him altogether. It would have been so much worse, Ohj 
so unbearable, if he had notlbeen what he was — ^if he had 

been ^ She broke off, flushing. His eyes questioned 
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her. She sprang up. ^^It's dreadful! I had only meant 
to come in for a minute. She's out there in the car." 

"Who?" 

"David, such a poor girl! A Belgian, a refugee, a 
lady. The Germans burnt her castle and everything, and 
she escaped. Oh, David, her mother and sister! They 
are dead, but nobody knows how ^" 

The man's face became so stem that she stopped once 
more smd cast a frightened look at him. "Oh, you know 
about it! Father told you, Fm sure. Oh, David, what 
did really happen?" 

He hesitated. His glance changed, grew extraordinar- 
ily, paternally tender as he contemplated her. 

"I know nothing at all," he answered at last. *^Your 
father mentioned just what you have said yourself. 
Did you say the poor child was outside, waiting?" 

**May I bring her in?" cried Feggy eagerly. "I think 
it might do her good. I really brought her on purpose. 
I don't know what to do with her." Tears welled into 
her eyes. "She's — she's dreadful !" 

David frowned as if his wounds stabbed him, but he 
only said, with his formal politeness : 

**If you don't mind going down for her, Feggy. You 
Inust excuse a cripple, my dear." 

Feggy set off running on her errand, clapping the 
heavy door behind her. The man had a melancholy smile. 
• • . Youth was alive there still, after all. The time 
would come, he said to himself — ^he forced himself to think 
he hoped — ^when the memory of Johnny would cease to be 
anything more than a sweetness in the background, not- 
the center of her existence. 
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Viyiaime advanced slowly into the oak parlor afters- 
Peggy. This time David struggled to his feet. Sh^=^ 
lifted her dark gaze upon him; it was full of anger, miserj^^ 
and terror, the gaze of a creature tortured ; and his hearts 
was wrung. ^ 

A little while ago it had seemed to him as if no sharp— 
ness of pain could ever reach him again. Now, all at 
once, he knew that, even like Peggy's youth, his manhood 
was still strongly alive within him. The pulse o{ battle 
throbbed in him again. Such a young, frail girl — and to 
wear such a look ! He had mourned over Peggy's Uossom 
hopes laid low. Yet the death that had overtaken her 
beloved was the immemoriaUy beautiful — dulce et deco- 
rum! And while she mourned she must glory. But 
here! . . . 

The blood rushed to his forehead. He took up the 
slender, ungloved hand that hung listlessly by her side. 

**You are very cold: come to the hearth." 

These were the first words that David Owen spoke to 
Yivianne de Flesselles, and they were typical of the form 
his thoughts were to take concerning her. To warm that 
child, perishing and forlorn in the bitter blast ; to gather 
that lamb from the storm into the fold; to shelter, to 
protect, to cherish. 

Could he but have reached to th^se who had stamped 
on this exquisite piece of youth such a brand of misery^ 
he had it in him to have strangled with his single arm. 
Overwhelming was the passion that rose within him. 
Peggy saw him grow livid after the flush, and thought be 
was suffering. But he put her gently aside when she 
would have forc^ him back among his cushions. 
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"No, Peggy, your friend is cold — I want to bring her 
to the hearth." 

"At least,^' cried Peggy, very severe and nurse-like all 
at once, "you certainly shan't drag that heAvy chair. 
The idea ! • Unless you sit down at once we shall both go 
away.'* 

David, unmindful, retained Vivianne's hand, and slowly 
— for his weakness was still pronounced — ^began to lead 
her towards the fire. But midway she stopped, looked at 
him with offense in those piteous eyes, and drew her 
fingers from him. 

His compassion deepened. The frightened things of 
field and wood are wont to struggle thus against the hand 
that would help them. 

They sat in the circle of the glow shed by the huge 
old logs. Nearly all the year round, the hearth was kept 
enkindled in the oak parlor. The room had the feeling 
of it; of a warmth and life that seemed part of the old 
house itself. Vivianne had not uttered a single word. 
She took the chair Peggy had pushed up for her, and 
crouching forward, spread her hands to the flame. Two 
or three times she cast long looks at the wounded man who 
sat at the corner of the huge chinmey, shifting himself im- 
consciously from time to time as if in pain. The nervous 
resentment with which she had repelled his touch had died 
out of her air; she seemed to be reflecting upon him with 
a profound interest. Peggy, who had started a brave 
chatter, suddenly fell silent; there came one of those 
pauses which even the most garrulous cannot find words 
to filL Vivianne broke it at last with a question: 
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*^Your arm — ^it is hurting you?'' 

David started slightly. It was what Peggy had wanted 
to know a little while ago ; but there was none of the soft 
pity with which his little friend had spoken in the strang- 
er's accents. 

^^I was not thinking of it," he said. 

Vivianne was still fixing him. The intentness of her 
gaze seemed to give a special meaning to her rare speech. 

"How are you hurt?" 

With the disinclination of the Englishman to speak of 
himself, he told her briefly that he had got a bit knocked 
about with shrapnel — ^two or three bullets in his arm, per- 
haps four. Peggy gave a cry ; but there was no softening 
in the Belgian girl's gaze. 

"You must have been annoyed. Your right arm ! You 
won't be able to kill any more now." 

"That's what I thought at first," said David, anH 
.stopped. 

"Don't you think it now?" 

"Now more than ever." The passion within him broke 
out fiercely. 

Peggy, glancing, a little breathless, from one to the 
other, saw to her amazement how the brooding fire of 
Vivianne's gaze flamed into open vindictiveness as she 
went on: 

"You men, you like to shed blood. It amuses you. It 
is all your sport, after all, to kill. In war you have human 
beings instead of beasts: it must be more exciting, and 
there is more blood." 

"How can you?" cried Peggy, furious. "How dare 
you say such a thing?" It was Johnny she was thinking 
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of, not David — Johnny, who had given his young life. 
'^How dare you talk as if Germans and English were the 
same?" 

Vivianne dropped her gaze; her voice became veiled 
too. "You know nothing,'* said she. "You are a child. 
German, English, Pole, there is no difference between 
Ulan and man." 

Peggy turned scarlet. She opened her mouth to pro- 
test, but Vivianne went slowly on: 

"Men like to torture. If they don't torture bodies they 
torture souls and hearts." 

Peggy closed her mouth. She remembered. Oh, poor 
Vivianne! Had she not already made her feel there was 
happiness even in Johnny's death? She looked across at 
David, who was shading his eyes with his hand. At last 
he said very gently: 

"It is true I was glad to shed blood in war — ^that blood. 
1^0 look back upon it, now, it seems impossible. Yet a 
ininute ago I would have been glad to do it again, because 
— ^because of what I see in your face." 

Peggy gave a little jump. It seemed so unlike David 
^0 speak in this way, and toi a stranger. 

Vivianne turned her head away with a haughty move- 
ment; then she said, in accents which sounded as if the 
^ords were dragged from her against her will: 

"I feel as if all that blood were black in my very soul !" 
■^nd, after a pause, added deliberately : "But that is not 
^hy I look as you say." 

"She is very unhappy," said Peggy, and got up, trem- 
bling. "I think we'd better go. I'll come again soon^ 
David." 
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^^When you come," said David, rising also, '^bring her 
with you.*' 

"Why do you want me? I cast a shadow everywhere. 
Even she'' — ^Vivianne pointed to Peggy with a faintly 
scornful gesture — ^**she is already afraid of meP' 

While Peggy protested, David stood battling with the 
inarticulateness which would not let him express any of 
the thoughts that were pressing to his lips : "I want you 
to come because you are hurt. I never liked killing nor 
the sight of blood until — ^until the wild beasts came and 
took my ewe lamb— those wild beasts that have broken 
your young life too. I would bring you here, as I have 
brought the lambs in out of the storm — ^the lambs whose 
dams were dead in the snow." Out loud he merely said 
at last: 

"I hope you will come. Fm not afraid of the shadow." 
Then he sighed involuntarily. Did not shadow lie heavy 
on Treowen as it was? 

"I'll come," said Vivianne. She seemed to be answering 
some inner voice rather than speaking to her companions. 

"Of course she'll come," cried Peggy eagerly. **Vivi- 
anne, we must go. Good-by, David, dear David!" She 
kissed his shoulder where the bandage crossed it, with one 
of those swift impulses that made her seem still a child, 
and ran out of the room, leaving Vivianne standing un- 
certainly before her host. He made no attempt to put 
out his hand this time to her, but bowed, flushing. 

She took a step towards the door, stopped and turned 
back, with a spontaneous gesture flinging out her hand to 
his. She remained motionless a moment then, looking at 
him as if she would read into his soul. Then the comers 
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[>f her mouth quivered and drooped, her eyes filled with 
tears. Snatching her fingers from his touch, she went 
}uickly away. 

Peggy had raced through the house with the same speed 
^th which she had entered it. She now called Yivianne 
from the door of the long stone passage that led to the 
dtchens from the hall. 

**Come this way," she cried. "I want you to look at 
^our little compatriot." 

Vivianne obeyed slowly. She followed Peggy as she 
litted ahead, and came out after her into the courtyard, 
rhere was a group in the sunshine — old Nanny and rosy- 
cheeked Madlen, with her rough, red arms and spotless 
ipron, and an odd, minute little figure in a dark blue cot- 
ion garment reaching down to the ground, and a close 
ehite cap tied tightly round a jovial baby face. 

It was prancing about in httle wooden shoes, appar- 
ently regarding its own gambols as a huge joke. The 
:hree who stood looking on were smiling. Vivianne sur- 
veyed the small creature gravely. 

** Where does it come from?" 

Peggy's face clouded. "Oh, it's sad. The poor mother 
ras taken to the madhouse a few days ago. It has 
lobody. Nanny and Betty here are going to keep it, they 
^ay." 

**Indeed, yes, yes," said the old woman, curtseying dis- 
tantly to the strange lady. "The master would never let 
ler go now, whatever." 

**And she's not a bit of trouble," cried Madlen, plung- 
ng for the child and covering it with kisses. 

*'Isn't it the Dutchest thing you ever saw?" exclaimed 

159 



THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 

Peggy, laughing again; **only it's Flemish, or, rather, 
Walloon, I think, for it understands my French a little. 
And her name is Bullet, Nanny says — Boulotte, because 
she is so fat, I suppose. Nobody knows anything more 
about her. Good-by, Boulotte!" She kissed the plump 
red cheek, then Nanny's withered one, and nodded to 
Madlen. "Good-by. We must go.'* 

The car had been left outside the old tower gate, and 
both girls moved towards it. After her first glance at 
the waif Vivianne had not looked again. 

"And, indeed," said old Nanny, gazing after her with 
no approving expression, "Fm loath to see Miss PeggJ 
take up with that young foreign lady. There's proud 
for you!" 

Madlen began afresh to cuddle the small, unconscious 
refugee with extra energy. That any one could hare 
passed by the orphan without a sign of love was what 
she could not understand. 

"There's a bad heart for you !" was her simiming up. 






A FLASH AND A DREAM 

rHE two were silent for a while, as the car whirled 
down the long descent through the park to the 
main road. Peggy's heart was heavy. While she 
lad lauded and fondled the child there had been a secret 
railing in her soul. The poor, queer babe. ... It was 
probably tlie only child Treowen would ever know now! 

Graves upon graves, she thought forlornly, as she 
itared out across the falling valley. It was growing gray 
lod colorless, for clouds had swept up across the radiant 
^j with the swift turn of the November day. How much 
l«d been buried with Johnny yonder in that unknown 
French woodland — all her hopes, all poor David's hopes, 
»ll Treowen's hopes ! 

What would happen to Treowen P She clenched her 
*nds under the stress of the thought. There had been 
much to grieve for that this aspect of their loss had 
ot struck her before. How dreadful it must be for 
^avid, who had so loved his place, worked so hard and 
^ngi who had saved it at such cost, to know himself the 
*8t Owen of Treowen ! 

Then swift upon this realization came the question: 
^y should it be »of 

They had wheeled out under the archway of the lodge 
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and were spinning down the broad road that ran througli 
the valley over the bridge. Peggy bent forward. Sbc 
knew the exact moment when from the other side of the 
river she would catch a view of the old manor, crownio{ 
the hill in beauty. 

With what a throb of pride, of love and happinesS) 
she had been wont to watch for this view of her future 
dwelling! The day they had ridden over together to teD 
David of their engagement — Oh, it was only such a little 
while ago! Johnny had said to her: ^^Your home, mj 
Peg ! You are just made for it. It's like an empty frame 
without you now." 

It was only when they were quite alone, and rarely then, 
that Johnny said these dear things. As she now looked 
up at the stately pile, which a last flash of sunshine was 
gilding against the darkness of the gathering clouds, she 
thought of her boy-lover, but she thought of David 
more. 

Happy youth is of its essence egotistic. Johnny and 
she had taken it for granted — ^joyfully, like Nature's chil- 
dren, provided for — ^that David should give his all to 
them. It had never so much as dawned upon them that 
the elder brother might want a future for himself; have 
aspirations of his own. Johnny had only been ten when 
he had been appointed heir to Treowen ; he had grown up 
to regard the position as though it had been his by right 
of birth. Peggy stared at the conclusion which suddenly 
presented itself, marveling that she should have been so 
long blind to the facts. There was no reason on earth p 
why Treowen's hopes should be buried with her own, why 
Treowen should not have a mistress — other than he^ 
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ielf; why there should not one day be children there, 
^dren of David's to carry on the name. 

She would not acknowledge, even in her secret thought, 
:hat the mere imaginary possibility made her feel as if 
tiie grip of sorrow on her heart had tightened; that 
there might be a kind of melancholy solace in the irre- 
leemable nature of the tragedy which was so intimately 
ler own* But it was, perhaps, the stimulus which sacri- 
ice always brings to the finer thinking natures which 
ed her to form with ardor a new and sudden resolve — 
[)avid must marry. 

She fell back in the car, and closing her eyes, began 
o hunt through her memory for a suitable mistress of 
Preowen. It was very disconcerting that she could find 
lo one to satisfy her. Vivianne broke into her reflections 
fiih an abrupt question: 

**That gentleman, your friend — does he live there al- 
ways alone?" 

"Poor David? Yes, he's quite alone now." 

"He has no longer any one, then?" 

"No one." Peggy was on the point of culding im- 
pulsively a word of her own just formed desires, when 
he other went on: 

"It is all the better for him. He will have no one 
lore to lose." 

There was silence for a while then between them. Peggy 
Iways found it difficult to meet the bitterness in which 
er companion's sorrow expressed itself. At last she said 
sntatively: 

"What did you think of him?" 

"Of him? Of whom?" 
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"Mr. Owen, of course. Are we not talking of himr 

"He seems good," said Vivianne slowly, as if the words 
were dragged from her. Peggy flushed. 

"Good ! There never was any one like him. Good, Oh, 
so good and kindP' 

She would have said more, but her companion's gaze, 
full upon her, paralyzed her. Those eyes of Vivianne's 
itiade her feel miserable. They held not only such revolt 
against fate, but such passion of reproach in their depths, 
that even she, whose sole desire was to help, seemed to 
herself to come under their ban. 

"Perhaps one day you will console him,'* said the Bel- 
gian girl. 

Peggy turned on her with all her old vehemence and 
eJl the dignity of her new sorrow. It was she who now 
reproached. 

"How you dare — ^you, who know how I stand! Oh, 
what a horrible mind you must have! You cannot have 
understood anything I have told you. You can't have 
ever known real love, true loVe." 

Vivianne's eyes grew dark in her white face. 

"You are right," she said. "You do well to remind me. 
The love I knew was not true." 

"Oh," cried the other, generously remorseful, "I did 
not mean that." 

Vivianne went on, unheeding. 

"You are right, I have a horrible mind. It is poisoned. 
In me there is nothing but bitterness — ^bitterness. I see 
you try to be kind. You look at me with sweet eyes, 
you want to help me. Even that, even your sweetness, 
is twisted into gall before it reaches me. You do me 
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charity, just as you do charity to the Flemish brat that 
laughed up at you just now — that laughed because it can 
not understand yet how bitter charity is. Those two, my 
own countrywomen, they liate me. I bore them with my 
misery. They kept me with them only because they would 
have been shamed had they not shown me — charity. The 
clothes on my back are what they gave me out of charity. 
Now the bre€ul I eat is your mother's dole. She has taken 
itie in, lodges me, feeds me because it is agreed that it is 
the right thing for English people to do. It is the fash- 
ion to be kind to the poor refugees ! She hates me in her 
heart ; she wishes I had never come* I darken her house. 
It is bad for you, she thinks, to have for a companion 
^ny one so black, so despairing. She would like to be 
rid of me: so would they all, my countrywomen, every 
one." 

"Oh, no, no!*' cried Peggy, "I wouldn't. Oh, if you 
^ew!" She cast her warm young arms round the tense 
Sgure. "I would give anything, anything to help you, to 
Comfort you. It isn't charity. Won't you believe me? 
tt is because ^ 

The other repulsed the embrace* 

^TTou are not going to say that it is because you find 
Anything to love in me. You cannot. You are just a 
ittle more sorry than the rest. You are still a child — 
^ave kept a child's good heart." 

**No, no," repeated Peggy. **It is because I, too, have 
ost everything." Once more meeting Vivianne's eyes, 
ihe fell silent. 

**You cannot go on," said the girl. "How could you? 
rhink of yourself and of me. I am an outcast, pennile^^. 
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My own are dead. How dead? I told jou I can neyer 
ask how. My home is in ashes. The man I loved, whom 

I always loved, whom I believed loved me ^^ Her voice 

had maintained its firmness until she came to these words; 
then it failed and fell like a bird hit in midflight. Sbe 
tried to lift it again : **R ne vent plus de mot/* she said 
in a kind of whisper. **He left me there. He did not care 
what happened. I am nothing to him but a poor rag 
of humanity, not worth the picking up. Sorrow and 
poverty, e31 that's very ugly. It is quite natural, after 
€J1. He liked me rich and proud and surrounded and gaj. 
They c€Jled us the little princesses, because our mother 
was a princess. Because, too, we were so spoiled. It is 
quite natural," she repeated. The whisper had grown 
into a harsh laughing tone which was worse to hear than 
anything, "/i a bien comprU. This creature that I have 
become, what would he do with it? He has very well 
understood. Ah, my letters made it all quite plain. It is 
I who have been a fool. Oh, God, what a foolT' 

"He's base, he's unworthy of the name of manP* bant 
forth the other girl. "You are well rid of such a wretch!'* 

Vivianne allowed herself to be embraced this time; hot 
the despair on her young face deepened. She said at lastt 
gently enough, staring straight in front of her: 

**And wben I have succeeded, when I have torn that 
image out of my soul, that image I have cherished, it 
will indeed be then, more than ever, that I have noth- 
ing." 

Peggy was wrung by impotent compassion. Sudidenlj) 
out of the darkness itself a possibility flashed upon her. 
She put it from her as a suggestion of madness; bat|{ 
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against a31 reason, common sense, even against practi- 
cality and desirableness, it would not be laid. 

• • • •%• • • 

David had a troubled dream that night. It began with 
the vague hunting for something through mists and shift- 
ing shadows, which is a familiar enough form of unrest 
to one who is suffering. Presently the sorrow of working 
hours began to weave itself into sleeping fantasies. It 
was Johnny he was looking for, Johnny whom he knew 
to be somewhere out on a great plain imder a dark sky, 
wanting help. And after what seemed in his dream aeons 
of effort, endless search through interminable wastes, he 
found him, lying on the ground. It was so dark he could 
not see his face. Then he dreamed on: he was kneeling, 
trying to lift his brother up to his breast. The boy lay 
heavy, he could not move him at first; and at last when 
he did lift him the pressure of his weight was intolerable. 
He thought: ^'It is because Johnny is decul"; and an- 
guish, the illimitable anguish which is even worse in 
dreams than it is in reality, swept over his soul. It was 
as if he himself was sinking into the pit of death. Sud- 
denly everything changed — he had come out of the dark- 
ness and the horror. He was in the oak wood and it was 
spring; there was a rosy, lovely light of sunset, and a 
thrush was singing. The weight was stiU in his arms, 
and it was still Johnny — Johnny the little fair boy, smil- 
ing up at him, warm and living. His heart gave a great 
leap; relief ran through him like wine, chasing away 
agony. 

"It was all a dream," he was saying; "it was always 
all a dream P' His arm was hurting him where the wei^t 
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of Johnny lay: he wondered why the child ehould press 
so hard. Then he saw that it was not the child he was 
holding. He was looking down on the face of a girl who 
was vaguely associated, as Johnny had been, with some- 
thing terrible. Her face was very pale but it was radiant. 
. . . There was a smile upon her lips. Her eyes were 
fixed on his, and they were trustful. Then joy and paia 
together swept over him in an ecstasy that was sharper 
than anything he had known. 

He started awake, the room was full of ruddy light, the 
logs on the hearth had f €Jlen apart and flamed ; and his 
wounded arm was throbbing cruelly. 

He felt disturbed to the very core of his being. Even 
if the pain had not been so acute, to sleep again would 
have been impossible. The impression that he hcul helB 
the stranger whom Peggy had brought to his house that 
day — ^held her in his arms — ^was extraordinarily vivid. In 
spite of reason he could scarcely persucule himself that 
it was not a fact. He hsA put any thought of women's 
tenderness out of his life all these years; and now, un- 
awares and imsought, one had come to him in his dreams! 
He felt himself claimed with such force that he could 
hardly distinguish between memory of the pale girl he 
hfiul only pitied and the creature who had smiled up at 
him lying against his heart and filling him with mingled 
happiness and agony. 

The wind had risen and was keening round the stone 
gables. He had fallen asleep listening to it as it came 
rushing up the valley, chanting and surging through his 
woods, gathering force till it dashed itself against the 
old walls and drew away again moaning to the mountains. 
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The whole of his wide acres was filled with the passage of 
the wind; his house stood lonely in the midst. What an 
empty place it had become for him; and how empty 
spread his life before him! 

It was perhaps the melancholy of these last waking 
thoughts that had started him in sleep upon his uneasy 
quest. 

Now that he was awake the great rumor still reached 
him from without, waxing and waning; Johnny was dead 
and Treowen desolate, and his arms were void: nothing 
but the bubble of a dream rose between himself and the 
cruel outstanding truth. 

It seemed incredible that a dream could alter anything I 
Everything about him was the same, and yet everything 
within him was altered. 

He had held her to his breast — that strange, unhappy, 
suffering child; and were he never to meet her again she 
would still go with him all his days* 
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THE PASSION OF YOUNG HBARTS 

AFTER their visit to Treowen, Peggy and Vivianne 
strayed into the schoolroom. The weather had 
turned out wet and wild; the rain was beating 
against the window, streaming down the panes. 

Peggy shuddered at the desolate prospect outside, 
threw some logs on the fire, and invited Vivianne to take 
possession of one of the deep, cushioned, wicker arm- 
chairs that she drew creakingly to the hearth. Her own 
heart was very heavy but she felt she must not alloir 
herself to appear despondent before this much more af- 
flicted being. Peggy's little head was full of chaotic 
plans ; her tender soul with pious resolutions. It was all 
she could do now to be good and unselfish and try and 
help others — ^the only way to make herself worthy of 
Johnny, who had given his life for his country. 

The first work that lay before her was to comfort 
David; to help David to build up his home again; if 
possible to be the means of finding the right wife for him. 
Almost as pressing was the desire to be of service to 
Vivianne; she yearned to bind those wounds, heal those 
bruises, uplift that sinking spirit. Poor Vivianne! the 
more Peggy saw of her the more intense her pity had 
grown; and pity is truly akin to love in any womanlj 

no 



^.E PASSION OF YOUNG HEARTS 

I. Fantastically, the possibility of combining both 
OS kept returning to her mind. She recognized it 
itastic, but could not dispossess herself of the 
it. 

sat on the fender stool, her back to the fire, her 
on her knees, her chin on her clasped hands, idly 
ng Vivianne's knitting fingers. Suddenly she said, 
; as though some unseen force were driving her: 
► you think David — ^Mr. Owen — ^handsome?" 
* Vivianne's straight eyebrows were uplifted. "I 
thought of it. He seems to me quite elderly." 
i you think him old?'^ Peggy was taken aback. "But 
►t old.'' 

rtainly not young. I said elderly.'* 
lat's worse. Why, he's only twelve years older than 
(hnny. He's not thirty-three yet." 
} looks — ^he looks forty-three. More. There are 
treaks in his hair." 

, there used not to be !" said Peggy sadly, 
anne was silent. 

bhink David looks very handsome with the gray 
hair," went on Peggy after a pause, 
anne put down her knitting and stared into space. 
)he said slowly : 

lo not like a man so black." She remained with 
es fixed, looking, her companion thought, as if she 
contemplating an actual presence. After a while 
id : "Wait a moment, I will show you something." 
sn she returned she was holding a closed leather 
rhich she laid on Peggy's knees. Peggy opened it 
inxious curiosity, well surmising whose image it 
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was she was about to see* She remained long silent, gaz- 
ing and pondering. 

It was a face of singular and romantic beauty that 
she saw portrayed: the features bold, clean-cut, the eyes 
wide-set, inspired, almost a little mad-looking; the hair 
tossed back from a broad forehecul; a forked beard and 
light up-curling mustache, not hiding the lines of a full, 
well-shaped, passionate mouth, where a faint conquering 
smile seemed to lurk. 

The photograph had been taken with the latest pei^ 
fection of modem art; and a cunning disposal of light 
and shade gave it almost the value of an etching: so 
admirably had the camera succeeded that even an unpres- 
sion of color was manifest. Peggy at once perceived that 
this man had the same opaque pallor of skin as Vivianne 
herself, but that the hair was lighter: blond rather than 
of that depth of tint which made Vivianne's ardent tresses 
look actu€Jly dark. Her contemplation began to be 
haunted with a vague sense of recollection ; she suddenly 
exclaimed : 

**I know. It is Lohengrin^ 

"Ah!" Vivianne caught the picture from her friend's 
hand and drew aside, gazing at it in her turn with frown- 
ing eyes. "Yes, you've imderstood. That is very well 
That is well said. Lohengrin! If you could see him, you 
would indeed find how he suggests a hero out of the old, 
wonderful days — Lohengrin leaping out of the boat, a 
knight whose fit wear is silver armor, chevdleresque^ mys- 
tic. Some one not quite human " 

Peggy had got up. Her face expressed doubt £uid 
disagreement. It wsis true the portrait had recalled a 
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memory of beauty and unearthly romance, but the next 
moment there had been a fierce repudiation. Something 
intangibly evil had left, as it were, a poisonous aftertaste. 
. . . Lohengrin! No, indeed — Lohengrin never wore 
that secret smile! Here was not the pure, mysterious 
knight, leaping to the rescue of a piteous EUa. Here 
was the man who had refused himself to the call of his 
child-love in her utmost need; who had betrayed his fealty 
with a jesting lip. ChevcUeresqtie? Alas, poor Vivianne! 

"Do you wonder,^' said Vivianne, her voice deepening 
into the chord of music and of life which was so often 
missing from it, "do you wonder that no man can seem 
handsome to me now; that this face should be stamped 
on my heart, so that I could not even tell ever again how 
any man looks?" 

A moment or two Peggy was silent, repelled and ap- 
palled by a glimpse into a passion which was as the heart 
of a furnace compared to the delicate radiance of her 
own innocent devotion. Then her English common sense 
stirred her to protest. 

^TTes, he's very handsome. And he might make a very 
good Lohengrin, playing his part on the stage. But, Oh, 

Viviamie, it's written there — ^it's the face of a traitor !*' 

Vivianne had a sudden look of anger, almost as if she 
could have struck the speaker ; but the flame went swiftly 
out of her eyes. She flung the photograph on the table. 
"You are right," she said. "If it was not for that 
would I have this pain?" The gesture, the tone, betrayed 
an infinite heart-sickness. 

Peggy was thinking of the truth of David's whole life, 
the steculy self-abnegation, the quiet dignity of his sor- 
row — of his strong face and kind eyes, as she had last 
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seen him, wounded and alone in his futureless house. 
If the man Yivianne loved had only been like David ! The 
chain of reflection brought her back to her mad idea-— 
madder than ever it seemed now with the revelation 
of that smoldering misery of ardor. 

Yivianne returned to her chair and sat down, her 
clasped hands between her knees: it was the attitude 
Peggy had begun to associate with the bad moments. 

"Oh, it must have been dreadful for you,'* she ex- 
claimed, "when you got his letter?' 

"It was the worst of all,** replied Vivianne, only moving 
her lips. 

"Were you really engaged? Or was it only, like me 
and Johnny, between yourselves?" 

Instinctively Peggy felt she must try and break down 
the barrier of silence. The other raised her heavy white 
eyelids and looked up at her friend as she stood beside 
the table. 

**It was arranged between the parents." 

"Between the parents?" 

**Yes, from the days when I was quite little. We arc 
cousins." 

Peggy took her old place on the fender stool. She 
had heard of foreigh girls being thus disposed of by 
their family; but it seemed strange to be brought so 
close to the reality; stranger still that any bargain of 
the kind should be ratified by a depth of attachment 
such as this. 

"He is my mother's cousin," pursued Yivianne. "She 
was a Princess Orlenska." 

"Is he a prince?" asked Peggy, impressed. 
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"Yes, Prince Ladislas Orlenski. He is the son of my 
mother's uncle. My mother loved her land and her people 
always. When my sister was bom she had said: ^That 
will be a little wife for Ladislaus.' She wanted her to be 
Polish. She gave her a name from her own country. 
But when my father died, soon after I was bom, and 
she had no son, she said Natacha must be the heir to 
our father, and I — ^I must be her little Polonaise. I was 
eight when Ladislas came for the first time to Flesselles." 

She fell silent; it seemed to Peggy as if memory en- 
gulfed her. 

**Did you like him from the very beginning?" 

"Oh, how can I tell you! He w€U5 eighteen then. He 
"Was like ivory and gold. His face was, one would have 
thought, carved. When he spoke he had a voice that 
seemed to go all round one, holding and caressing. Al- 
i^ady he was a great musician — 
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Peggy drew a long breath. She hsA hated and despised 
this Ladislas ever since she had read his letter; and yet 
she could not help being fauscinated by the description. 

"When he played, the music flowed out like water run- 

^g in moonlight. He played ^" Vivianne broke off. 

*^The first night I came here some one played a thing 
lie used to play ... I thought I was dying." 

"Oh, Vivianne .f*' 

"I wish I was dead!" 

** Vivianne, darling!" 

'^I thought he loved me. Last Christmas he was with 
us. It was a great old castle, Flesselles. Part of it, the 
Gothic hall — ^people used to come and see it — ^it was like 
a little cathedral, carved and echoing; and there was 
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old, deep-colored glass in the windows. One window, it 
was a wonder! All blue, every shade! Ladislas made 
music for it — last Christmas. He told me he loved me. 
He said I was like the picture of Princess Ludmilla in 
her youth — she was a great-grandmother of the Orlen- 
skis, bom herself of an ancient royal house of Poland) 
and she was a saint and died quite young. And the 
peasants at Orlensk pray to her and say she works 
miracles. There is a great tomb there, in the church) 
where my cousin has his estates." ^ 

Peggy was a little bewildered by this kind of kaleido- 
scope, in which royalty and holiness, Vivianne's imhappj 
love affairs, and the riches of her faithless betrothed 
were thus flung together. She fixed upon the most 
salient point of interest : that fragment of the exile's shat- 
tered life which — to pursue the simile — seemed to shine 
with a sinister fire out of the rest of the gleaming ruins. 

"He told you that he loved you?" 

"Ah, so often ! I had a white velvet dress made in & 
kind of medieval style. My mother spoiled me. I was 
not yet in the world; but she liked me to come down 
among our friends in the country. Above all, she liked 
to make me beautiful for Ladislas. She desired it so 
much, that marriage ! And he was. Oh" — ^Vivianne made 
a quick movement with her hands — ^'^fastidious. He 
wanted nothing but loveliness — ^nothing but exquisite, 
soft, precious, delicate, wonderful things about him! It 
was all a necessity to him, for his artist's soul." 

Vivianne paused — ^her lips were frozen into a smile of 
exceeding bitterness. 

"That was why," she said at last, in trailing accents, 
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*%e turned from me. He could not help it. I know 
that quite well. I am no longer what he had loved. I am 
only a rag of fate P' 
"Vivianne — don't! It's horrible,'* 
"It is the truth. The Grermans c£une, with iSre and 
sword. The mother, who was so beautiful, and the sister, 
they killed. But that was not the worst thing the Grer- 
mans did to me : they destroyed what Ladislas loved." 

"Vivianne, this is wild nonsense— you are still the 
sameP' 
*Wo." 

Peggy pressed her cold iSngers against her burning 
forehead desperately. It was all perverted. It was life 
«een through the medium of black treachery — altogether 
darkened. But she had no words with which to help her 
friend to a saner outlook. 

"If the Germans had not come I should be still in my 
paradise. This Christmas we were to be married at 
^esselles. We were only waiting till I was past eighteen." 
Tears began to well into Peggy's eyes. She felt, 
Vaguely, as if they were the tears which Vivianne could 
not shed. 

There fell a long silence which presently was filled by 
the insistent boom of the gong. 

"Heavens — tea already! It's quite dark too. I'm 
afraid we must go down." 

Vivianne rose, gathered the photograph case from the 
table, and moved towards the door. 
"I will wait for you on the stairs," said Peggy. 
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IDONT mind the two little wcmieii," said Lady C 
^^thou^ they do chatter, chatter, enough to n 
one's head go round." 

**An uncommon jolly little pair,'' said Sir 6wy< 
He was home on forty-eight hours' leave. His camp 
been moved farther south, preliminary, it was joyi 
bruited, to embarkation. *^They will be a bit of comp 
for you if we are off." 

Lady Celia fixed her radiants orbs with a mixtur 
scorn and distress upon her husband's countenance, 
said, parenthetically: *^0h, dear, I can't bear it," 
immediately proceeded to demolish Sir Gwydyr's ai 
ment. '^I never could make any companion, much le 
friend, of such perfectly empty-headed creatures. I 
things, they're married straight out of the conveni 
some man as stupid as themselves. They don't take a 
of interest in anythin', not even the papers — ^with 1 
their husbands out there ! Anid they don't want to 1 
an interest in anythin'." 

The excellent baronet, who had found the twittei 
the lively Belgian ladies the most agreeable after-die 
relaxation, hung his head and looked abashed. His i 
continued with a faint triumph in her soft, drawl 
voice : 
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**But, as I said, I can put up with them — ^they're harm- 
t^css; and I am sorry for them; and they're well breid. 
Anyhow, it's a comfort that they don't keep dinnin' into 
One's ears how dreadful the war is and how miserable 
bhey are, as so many tiresome people do. We are all 
Daiserable," said Lady Celia, rolling her slow, golden eyes 
^tfaetically at her husband. ^^Our hearts are all broken, 
but what I say is, it is very bad taste to be always shyin' 
IJie bits at other people's heads !" 

"Come, come, my darling," said Sir Gwydyr, whose 
tnind was seldom able to follow the discursive flights of 
bis wife's fancy, ''you mustn't begin to talk as if I were 
in the firing line already. Goodness knows if we shall 
ever get out. They've kept the Westshires on the dangle 
these six weeks." 

"I never thought you'd go out," said Lady Celia dis- 
concertingly. "But there's plenty to break my heart as 
it is. Think of Peggy." 

Sir Gwydyr looked first startled, then uncomfortable. 

"What do you mean?" he asked quickly. 

Lady Celia turned her gaze appealingly upwards to 
the gilt wreaths on the high ceiling — the conference was 
taking place in her boudoir, which was elaborately Em- 
pire in taste. Then she said, a fine thread of sarcasm 
OQce more blending with the suavity of her tones: 

"Of course you wouldn't have noticed anythin'. She 
^ms just the same to you, I dare say. Why, Goody" 
""-Groody was Lady Celia's pet name for the husbanid to 
"^hom, in her own arbitrary fashion, she was devotedly 
attached — ^**she has not lifted up her head since Johnny 
^H8 killed." 
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"Johnny — Johnny Owen?** 

**What other Johnny? VSTio else did you think I 
meant?'' 

Perhaps part of the secret of Lady Celia's power was 
that, even when exasperated, she had an unruffled air; and 
speeches which in any other tones would have conyejed 
unpardonable offense, were so smoothly delivered that 
their actual meaning only filtered by degrees. In this 
instance, however. Sir Gwydyr was altogether absorbed 
by the subject matter. 

"Good heavens ! — ^Peggy ? But she's a child. Oh, non- 
sense, nonsense! I dare say she's been a little upset, 
that's all. Poor little girl — ^her playfellow, what?" 

"Peggy was just wrapped up in Johnny Owen, and 
Johnny was wrapped up in her. And she thinks her life 
is finished and that she will never marry now." 

"Pooh, pooh ! Nonsense ! I never heard such nonsense 
in my life." 

"She is only seventeen," pursued Lady Celia reflec- 
tively. **She really needn't marry till she's twenty-three 
or four — ^if there is anybody left to marry. And, of 
course, she'll forget in time. But I've got to see she isn't 
perpetually stirred up to remember.* And that's the rea- 
son. Goody, why I want to get rid of that girl." 

"That girl?" 

"Really, it's too bad, dawlin'. Pve been explaining 
for half an hour. I don't believe you've listened to one 
word I've been sayin'." 

"My darling, I'll take my oath you've never as much 
as mentioned " 

"It's not the least use puttin' yourself in a passion^ 
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lawlin', Fm not going to wrangle. The girl must go." 

"The girl, that poor little white thing? Mademoiselle 
ie Flesselles, is that what you're driving at?" 

"I consider her a very bad companion for Peggy. Last 
xught she WAS in Vivianne's room till all hours. They talk 
^ver their sorrows — it's just destruction to Peggy." 

Sir Gwydyr looked seriously perturbed. Peggy was 
the treasure of his heart, and any trouble concerning her 
touched him on the raw. 

"You distress me extremely, Celia! I hadn't the least 
idea! Good heavens! She's a child — ^they were a pair 
of children." 

"Well, never mind that now, Goody. Do try and keep 
to the point. I want to get that morbid girl out of the 
bouse." 

"I don't see how it's to be managed — ^what harm is 
ihe doing? You tell me one minute that Peggy thinks 
:ier life broken and I don't know all, on account of Johnny 
—I wish to God we'd never had the boy about the place — 
^nd now you say it's the poor little refugee. You can't 
tend her away like that, anyhow." 

**You can leave that to me." 

**It's too — it's too damned unkind .*" 
Of course, if you're going to swear at me— — ^" 
I'm sure I beg your pardon, darling. I hardly know 
rhat I'm saying — ^my little Peggy." 

**I think you ought to be able to trust me to look after 
i€r. They cry together." 

"What?" 

"They cry together, I tell you. Would you rather 
^eggy went on crying?" 
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^^What is it you want me to do," said the man, goaded. 
"To turn her out into the roadP' 

"No, Groody dear." Lady Celia knew that she had 
gained her end: she became caressing. ^^I want you to 
make yourself responsible for her pension in some nice 
convent. She will be much happier at the convent. I 
should like us to pay the full pension and any extras that 
would make her more comfortable. I don't want her to 
be taken on charity, or made a pauper of. We shall be 
as kind as possible : it's much the best thing for her — and 
for Peggy. I wouldn't have minded paying for her my- 
self, dawlin', only I really have so many expenses !" 

"You can't think it's the money I mind," exclaimed 
Sir Gwydyr in offended tones. **P11 give you a check to 
fill in." 

"Thank you." 

Lady Celia, having got the upper hand, rose and signi- 
fied that the interview was at an end by graciously de 
positing a kiss on the top of her husband's head. Then^ 
it being close on tea*time, she went down to the library) 
where she knew the Belgian ladies were toasting their 
feet by the fire. She was determined not to delay another 
instant in putting her plan in working order. 

Two flushed and delighted faces and twin screams of 
pleasure greeted her. 

"Only think, Lady Morgan," cried the Baronne — she 
still failed to unravel the intricacies of English social 
nomenclature — ^**the post has come, and we have each got 
letters from our husbands!" 

"Oh, and think," cut in the Comtesse, "there is other 
news than that. We have each a trunk coming!" 
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And, in chorus, they proclaimed: 

"We shall have clothes to wear. We shall no longer 
be quite like femmes des chambres/* 

"Everything in one trunk ^^ 

**Not even a fur to fling on the shoulders.'' 

"How nice," said Lady Celia. "But Fm sure you al- 
ways look charmin' ! One does want a bit of fur, though. 
And your young friend, Vivianne, has she, too, had news?" 

Both the bright faces darkened. 

"Ah, no, the poor one! From whom should she have 
any?" Madame Hollebeke had infused into her voice 
the proper tone of melancholy; but her more audacious 
sister interrupted, shrugging her shoulders : 

**It is very sad for us, too. For, frankly, that poor 
Vivianne, with her long face, it is assommante!** 

**And it is not even as if some one were likely to send 
her on a trunk," chimed in the Baronne, nothing loath to 
cast off the mask of conventional pity. "Gabrielle and I, 
we had to buy her all the black she has on her back, and 
to confection her a frock for dinner beside. And it is 
not as if one had it to spare! Ah, ces sales Bosches! 
What they have stolen and pillaged !" 

Lady Celia drew her chair close to the hearth, and 
in her turn stretched one superlative su^e shoe to the 
warmth. She was too proud of her lovely feet to clothe 
them in anything but silk stockings — ^becoming, but in- 
dubitably cold. 

"Fm very anxious about Mademoiselle Vivianne," she 
remarked dreamily. 

"As for me, she exasperates me," cried Madiame de 
Tirlemont. **She gets on my nerves P' 
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**Vm afraid she's not happy,'' pursued the hostess, in 
her drawl. 

"Happy !" screamed the two little women together. 

Then Madame Hollebeke laughed* 

^'Ah, dear Lady Morgan — that jumps to the eyes! 
And, ma foil she has cause, the poor dear P' 

"But what I complain of is : she won't let anybody else 
be happy," explained Madeune de Tirlemont. **Every one 
has the right to be unhappy, is it not so? But no one 
has the right to impose her misery upon the others. Only 
to see cette figure blafarde, one begins to think oneself 
of all one's misfortunes 1" 

"It's dreadfully sad," agreed Lady Celia, changing her 
foot on the fender. "I feel we are not doing the right 
thing for the poor child. She wants occupation ^" 

The Belgians looked at each other. 

"What did I tell thee, Jeanne?" cried Madame Holle- 
beke. "If it had not been that my husband made me 
promise ^" 

"Ah, bah! Thierry would be the iSrst to see that she 
would be far better at the convent — ^I ask you, what life 
is it for a girl of her age, trailing herself about as she 
does, wrapped in her own woes? She will end by making 
an illness of it. Lady Morgan is a hundred times right. 
Vivianne wants to be made to study, to forget herself. 
The good nuns " 

"A convent?" interrupted Lady Celia. "Do you really 
think — ? Oh, I always thought nuns such dawlin' crea- 
tures. I'd have sent Peggy to the convent if her father 
would have let me. But he's so dreadfully English and 
Protestant. I think that's a wonderful idea of yours." 
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She fixed her eyes, guilelessly admiring, on Gabrielle 
de Tirlemont's face. 

^^But to tell the truth," cried Madame HoUebeke, 
anxious to come in for her share of commendation, **it 
was I who first thought of it. A thousand times I have 
said to my sister: if we could only place her in a con- 
vent P' 

**It would be much the best for her," decided the Com- 
tesse. '^And the nuns might teach her to be a little pious, 
en parenthiset No wonder she carries that despairing 
air. She is not resigned at all. I do not believe she ever 
prays. ' She was like wood beside me, in the little chapel, 
last Sunday." 

**Ah, without prayer . . ." exclcumed Madame Holle- 
beke, turning up her eyes. 

**And what convent would you think ?^ asked Lady 
Celia presently in purring, sleepy tones. 

**Mon DieUy there is Ramsgate ^" 

**St. Leonards one speaks very well of." 

'^Roehampton would be delightful — ^but I am not sure 
if we could manage." 

The two Belgians once more consulted each other with 
their eyes. Madame Hollebeke shook her head. 

'^Ramsgate, I know, would take her," she said. 

Lady Celia raised herself from her languid attitude 
and took her feet off the fender. How easy it had been ! 
Vivianne's guardians had only needed a little encourage- 
ment to carry through a long^cherished plan. 

^^Of course, I know Roehampton. Charmin' place. I 
motored down there once with a friend, a Roman 
Catholic. There was singin' in the little wbit^ c\xa:^« 
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I thought I'd love to be there myself: it made me feel so 
good ?' 

"Ah, if she could discover a vocation P* 

"That would indeed be a solution." 

"I'll write to the Reverend Mother and make arrange- 
ments for you, if I may." 

"Oh, Lady Morgan — c^est trop de bontS.** 

"She must remember me, I think," said Lady Celia with 
her beautiful smile. "I have just time to write to her 
now," she went on, "before tea." 

" "Oh, madame!" the duet of gratitude twittered again. 
"Why should you give yourself this trouble? It is really 
too kind." 

Lady Celia quite understood, through these protesta- 
tions, that the Comtesse and the Baronne were willing 
to leave the financial part of the matter in her hands; 
though they considered it both elegant anid convenient 
to avoid any reference to it. 

On her way to the writing-table the hostess paused: 
"You'll arrange it all, then, with Mademoiselle Vivianne?" 

There was a small but marked silence. The sisters 
exchanged the usual mute colloquy. 

"Mon DieUy of course !" said Madame Hollebeke, then, 
reluctantly, "of course, that will be quite easy." 

"-4 moms J** interjected the Comtesse, "that our good 
Lady Morgan would complete her amiability by making 
the poor child see reason. Sometimes one who is not a 
relation has more influence." 

"Oh, and Vivianne has such a devotion already, such 
an affection for Lady Morgan," assured Madame Holle 
beke with equal enthusiasm and mendacity. 
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Lady Celia surveyed them serenely; she was extremely 
nnoyed, 

"I*m afraid I must leave it to you to settle with your 
oung friend," she pronounced. "This is my house, you 
^. I can't turn her out of it.'* She waited a moment, 
'8 no reply came, she added: "I will now write to the 
leverend Mother.'* 

"Ah, very well, then," cried Madame Hollebeke, speak- 
ig with renewed cheerfulness at the idea of postpone- 
ent. "When the good Mother answers you, and we 
low if she can have Vivianne, it will be time enough to 
)eak.'' 

"Certainly," corroborated her sister with a sigh of re- 
;f. "There would be no use in deranging the chilid, if 
* are not ourselves sure." 
Lady Celia did not turn round. 
**Oh, but we are quite sure. You had certainly better 

•eak to-day. I shall arrange for her to go ^" 

Madame Hollebeke looked frightened. 

**Atonce.? Like that!" 

**Oh, not before a week. Better still, ten days." Lady 

^lla might be relentless but she was well-bred. She was 

-iting swiftly as she spoke : "I hope I shall keep her at 

ist a week or ten days longer. And so I beg you" — 

re she did turn round to smile again — '"I beg you to 

U her when you speak to her to-day. She mustn't 

lagine, poor child, we want to get rid of her." 

"Oh, no!" 

**0h, no ! that poor Vivianne !" 

"Not for the world 1" 

The Belgian ladies were shocked at the bare idea« 
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^ou can find a moment after tea, I dare say," con- 
cloded Lady Celia, and once more took up her pen. 
**I wonder,** she said, rising presently, ^hy tea is so 
late.** 

She rang the belL It wanted still a quarter of an 
hour of the proper time — but she desired to close the, 
discussion. She also desired to clear the situation with 
the person most nearly concerned, and that with the 
briefest possible delay. Wlien the injured butler had 
superintended the premature spreading of the tea-taUe, 
she ordered him to ring the gong. 

Vivianne and Peggy came in, as she expected, together, 
and Lady Celia congratulated herself upon her strategy, 
as she glanced from one to the other. Peggy's face was 
flushed, with the shadow of tears under her eyes. Vivi- 
anne's countenance had its most unyouthful air of re- 
pressed intensity. 

**Isn't it very early for teaP* asked Peggy {)etulantly. 
She surveyed the table with much disfavor. **I wish 
the cook wouldn't always send up those horrible drop- 
scones. It's enough to make one wish never to eat again P' 

^^Come and sit by me, dawlin'," said her mother with 
I)erfect equanimity. **Vivianne, my dear, have you got a 
chair?" 

The little chattering ladies were strangely silent. It 
was not Vivianne's habit to speak in company unless 
absolutely forced to it. And Peggy, disgustedly crum- 
bling a bim on her plate, seemed disposed to do nothiag 
but cavil. Lady Celia had the burden of conversation 
aU to herself. Apparently unaware of any constraint, 
her soft voice went drawling on : 
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"Two lumps of sugai, I think, madame? Three? — 
how stupid of me! And the Baronne, too? — ^yes, please 
help yourself. Mademoiselle Vivianne, will you kindly 
pass the scones to Madame de Tirlemont? Have one, 
Peggy dear, they're quite good. Father likes them, daw- 
lin', if you don't. No, he's not comin' to tea to-day; he 
is in the smokin'-room. You and I must go and have a 
little talk with him afterwards. You do understand, don't 
you?" she turned her appealing eyes on the visitors. 
**He's off to-morrow momin' early. Yes, indeed, madame, 
we are very happy to have even that! Heaven knows 
how long it will last! Peggy, you must at least have a 
piece of bread and butter." 

**How is it possible to eat," cried the girl, "when you 
talk of father like that?" 

**Like what, dawlin'? — do be sensible. How flushed you 
are, Peggy! Have you been out? No? Sittin' over the 
fire all the afternoon! No wonder you can't eat. What 
were you doin'?" 

Peggy glanced at Vivianne and hesitated a second. 

**We were talking." 

**You could have talked out of doors," said the mother. 
**But I'm afraid Miss Vivianne finds our hills very damp 
and idepressin'. You might have taken the car, Peggy." 

**I will, to-morrow," said Peggy. Then, jerking her 
little chin defiantly, **We are going to David, to-morrow." 
You were there yesterday, weren't you?" 
Yes, mother; I told you I was." 
You can't keep going to Treowen every day." 

Peggy's steel-gray eyes flashed at the melting golden 
ones. Any one looking at Lady Cielia would have found 
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nothing in her countenance but motherly solicitude; bat 
Peggy knew that here was a tussle of wills. She had 
come down a prey to that form of sore-heartedness that 
expresses itself in irritability. She thought it unkind of 
her mother to draw attention to her friend's sadness, stfll 
more unkind the disapproval which she divined under the 
words. 

"Poor David !" went on Lady Celia. "Of course ! He 
must be lonely — ^I think I will ask you to take me with 
you, if you're goin' to-morrow." 

She continued to pour out tea and platitudes with that 
singular combination of composure and discontent which 
was characteristic of her. There was considerable un- 
easiness in her mind. Peggy was going to be silly and 
fractious over the business, that was quite evident. And 
if she did succeed in getting rid of that morbid com- 
panionship there would still be Treowen to deal with. 
This perpetual flying over to David was certainly not 
conducive to the laying of ghosts. What was to be done? 
She could not very well alter all her plans and go up to 
town for the winter, since the Belgrave Square house was 
turned into a hospital and a himdred claims kept her on 
the country estate. Besides, there were the tiresome 
refugees ! She could not be continually sending the child 
away either; the round of visits had not been so suc- 
cessful after all, and she felt increasingly anxious to have 
her under her own eyes. Well, the unfortunate influence 
in Penarth itself must be first dealt with; Treowen at 
any rate was an external one. ^ 

"Come, dawlin'," she said, and got up. ^Tathert 
waiting for us. We shan't be long." She gave the sis- 
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ters a sweet smile, and a long glance full of meaning and 
encouragement. 

As the door closed on mother and daughter, Vivianne 
rose also. The Comtesse and the Baronne cast a guilty 
look at each other, then Madame de Tirlemont exclaimed, 
with a false jauntiness: 

**How, Vivianne, do you abandon us?" 

**Ah, that Vivianne !" cried Madame Hollebeke, follow- 
ing the lead, "she will have nothing to say to us. We 
are no longer anything, now that she has her Miss 

A swift gleam in her sister's eye brought her up short ; 
that was certainly a maladroit move. 

On the contrary," said Madame de Tirlemont suavely, 
it is we who have not been able to occupy ourselves with 
our dear little companion. It is difficult when one is in 
another's house. My poor child, I have remorse. I am 
afraid you feel yourself neglected." 

"Ah," ejaculated Madame Hollebeke, precipitately 
taking up her cue. "She does her best, that dear Lady 
Morgan. But it is very sad here for us all. The country 
is of a profound melancholy. Oh, for Gabrielle and me 
it is a small matter; but for you, so young, you should 
have movement, distraction " 

Vivianne stood motionless, her pale hand stiU holding 
the back of the chair. Her gaze went slowly from one 
speaker to another. 

**What is it you want of me?" she said at last. 

Madame Hollebeke looked like a startled rabbit that 
would fain dive down its hole. 

"But, nothing, my little Vivianne!" she exclaimed. 
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"How strange you are! Only we never see you these 
days. A little talk, that was all ^" 

Madame de Tirlemont shrugged her shoulders. And 
when VIvianne, turning to her, said: **But you — ^pe^ 
haps you have something you wish to say, madameP' 
She was no more ready than her companion ! 

"I? mait noni What should I want to say?** she ex- 
claimed with some ill humor and walked over to the fire- 
place. 

Yivianne drew a deep breath, pressed her lips together, 
and went out of the room. 

"Ah, truly, ma chSrie, thou art a little — ^a little stupid," 
cried the Comtesse over her shoulder. 

"Thou hast not acquitted thyself so brilliantly either!" 
retorted the other. 

"Ah, bah, considering that she is thy husband's rela- 
tive, it certainly was not for me to ** 

Madame HoUebeke exploded: 

"As for that, it was easy, was it not? She gets on mj 
nerves, she bores me, she kills me with her melancholy, 
but one has a heart in the end. When I saw her standing 
there, that victim, with her poor hand pressing the chair, 
I should have had to* be as brutal as a Bosche to tell her 
we want to be rid of her. She's not stupid, Vivianne, 
she would have understood very well what it meant. One 
may roll as many fine phrases as one will about her good 
and her benefit — she would have understood at the first 
word. And I can't do it. I won't do it. I meddle no 
more with it. Let Lady Morgan arrange herself! At 
bottom it is just selfishness with her: she wants to disem- 
barrasa herself of the poor prL It is horrible!" 
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**She will not make it very pleasant for us, Ladj Mor- 
gan," said Gabrielle after a pause. 

^^Eh bien, quand memet** said Madame Hollebeke, ^^I 
prefer that. I could sooner have stuck a knife into a 
fawn than tell that unhappy one that she is not wanted 
here." 



vn 

AN EXPEDIENT THAT FOUNDERED 

LADY CELIA came down early that night hoping 
to have a word in private with the Belgian ladies, 
who were punctuality itself. Peggy was often 
late, Vivianne always waited for her; and Sir Gwydyr— 
his wife had seen to it — ^was immersed in his evening paper 
in the inner room. At the first glance she cast upon them 
the Englishwoman knew that her allies had failed her; 
nevertheless she pretended confidence, and said pleasantly: 

*^Well, I hope Mademoiselle Vivianne is pleased with 
our arrangement ?** 

"Figure to yourself——" began Madame HoUebeke, 
and broke off embarrassed, to cast an appealing look at 
her sister. The latter, however, ostentatiously moved 
away and sat down apart. 

Lady Celia pondered a moment, her fair face darken- 
ing; then she turned with an inquiring smile upon the 
Baronne. 

"You were just goin' to tell me, weren't you, what 
Vivianne thinks of our little plan?'* 

"Oh, to say truth, we had not the opportunity to dis- 
cuss it." Madame HoUebeke colored to the roots of her 
hair. "My sister and I were wondering," she went on, 
plunging into fiction, "whether it were worth while to 
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place her in the convent yet. Some of her relatives wiU 
probably be communicating with us." 

**You mean you've changed your mind?" 

"We? — not at all!" There was a glint in the honey- 
colored orbs which Madame Hollebeke did not find at all 
reassuring. "Only'' — then her native frankness overcame 
prudence: "EUe me fait quand meme pitiS, cette en- 
fant.'' 

The ironfi: at this moment boomed out from the hall; 
and Sir G^dyr, his face rubicund as the setting sun, 
came into the room. 

**Those famous Prussian Guards! — ^we've given them a 
taste of British steel, anyhow! Did you read the last 
news, Celia?" 

**Oh, what a joy!" cried the Belgians, eagerly welcom- 
ing the diversion. 

"I wish you wouldn't talk war just before dinner," 
complained Lady Celia. "Peggy, dawlin', the gong sound- 
ed some time ago. You know father hates to be kept 
waitin' for his dinner." 

For a wonder Penarth had no guests except the 
refugees. As household after household became stricken 
in its turn, even Lady Celia found it difficult to keep up 
the constant distraction of visitors. She now swept her 
diminished party imperiously into the dining-room. 

Only for Sir Gwydyr's guileless and garrulous good 
humor, ably sustained by each lively neighbor, the meal 
would have been an unusually dismal one; for at the 
other end of the table the hostess, flanked by Vivianne 
and Peggy, was wrapped in almost continuous silence. 
Her face, however, remained placid, and she smiled so 
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sweetlj at her husband, idienever he addressed her, that 
he was far from guessing the annoyance that seethed in 
her mind. She very well understood that the Belgian 
ladies were now of no use to her. Even if, by continued 
pressure, she were to force them to do her will, the odium 
would so inevitably fall upon her, that she might as well 
have undertaken the whole unpleasant business herself. 
This — relentless as she usually was in her decisions, aiftd, 
here justified in her own mind by maternal solicitude — she 
could not now bring herself to do. Every instinct rose 
against the thought. The child was her guest — an or- 
phan — ^afflicted incredibly: to cast her forth, even to an 
assured shelter, was a breach, not only of individual bat 
of national hospitality. 

She began to evolve another set of plans. Might it 
not be better to deal with all three together? Those 
tiresome little women had themselves started the idea of 
the convent: that was the worst of foreigners, you never 
knew if they really meant what they said. She did not 
feel as if she could endure them much longer in the house. 
Could not the whole party be shunted to the hospitality 
of some benevolent friend? Could she not herself estab- 
lish them in apartments or in a little house in London 
upon the excuse of a general move? At first sight the 
suggestions seemed plausible enough, but the instant she 
began to settle the details of action insuperable objec- 
tions reared themselves. "Pll have to give it up,'* she 
thought irritably as she rose from the table. 

The knot, after all, was unexpectedly cut for her that 
evening. 

Lying back in the deepest armchair before the draw- 
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ing^room fire, after a super-excellent dinner and one prime 
cigar — his allowance in war time — Sir Gwydyr, alwajs 
the most genial of men, looked round upon the circle with 
a warm stirring of his heart towards each individual mem- 
ber of it. 

Peggy was sitting at his feet, her head against his 
knee ; and now and again his big hand passed caressingly 
over the soft curls. Lady Celia sat opposite, her white 
fingers with their flashing rings, moving swiftly through 
the khaki wool she was knitting. 

**XJpon my word, Celia, it's worth while being away in 
camp for the pleasure of coming back! No place like 
borne. Beg pardon, Comtesse, stupid thing for me to say 
before you! But then, you know, we hope that you feel 
this is your home. Eh, what, Celia P Privilege to have 
yon with us. Upon my word it is, Madame la Baronne. 
Putting aside the pleasure — ^society of charming ladies 
like yourself, charming, charming, no compliment — ^Eng- 
land can never show Belgium proper appreciation. Good 
God! your country's gallantry! Can't express my feel- 
ings in the matter. England can never pay her debt. 
Never, never. Hey, Celia? Honor, privilege, a pleasure 
to receive these ladies here! Poor people in the villages, 
too. Heartbreaking. Every one welcome — ^more than 
Welcome !" 

^^Sir Morgan is too kind," said Madame de Tirlemont, 
with tight lips. 

^^HSUm — ^poor exiles that we are !" said Madame Holle- 
beke. Neither of them relished the connection with the 
village refugees, nor cared to be lumped in with England's 
debt of honor. 
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^^I'm sure it's delightful for me to have them here to 
cheer me up while you are away," tactfully murmured 
Lady Celia. 

"That's what I say. That's what I say," pursued the 
undaunted Welshman. 

He was smiling broadly, his twinkling eyes passing 
from face to face. Suddenly they fell on Vivianne, sit- 
ting pale and silent in her usual comer against the white 
marble column of the chimney-piece. She, too, was knit- 
ting; her bloodless hands moving slowly, her eyelids cast 
down. The baronet's jovial expression became slightlj 
clouded. He cleared his throat and started in a lower 
key : 

"I hope Mademoiselle Vivianne will be very happy at 
the convent. Can't say I care very much about convents 
myself, but " 

He broke off. Even his obtuse wits could not but be 
aware of the extraordinary commotion his innocent kindli- 
ness had caused. For a moment the silence was intense 
and unpleasant. Peggy started violently. Vivianne, 
raising her eyes and dropping her hands, tumecl her gaze 
quickly upon Sir Gwydyr and then upon each of her 
compatriots, who flushed scarlet. 

"What nonsense you're talkin'," began Lady Celia. 
But before Sir Gwydyr could protest, Peggy sprang to 
her feet. 

"Father, what do you mean?" 

*TVell, my darling, ask your mother. She will tell you 
all about it. She knows I didn't approve." 

"Mother P' There was a passion of reproach in the 
crj. 
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Lady Celia grew pale. Hardly any one had ever spoken 
to her like that in all her spoilt life, much less her own 
child ! Yivianne took up her knitting again, but her hands 
shook so much she had to put it down. 

**Mon Dieur* began Madame de Tirlemont. "Sir Mor- 
gan, it was only said in the air, like that." 

**We happened just to mention — to mention to Lady 
Morgan,'' interrupted Madame HoUebeke, "that it might 
become a duty — for our dear Vivianne's education — ^and 
Lady Morgan thought ^" 

Lady Celia found the situation almost unbearable. 
There was Peggy stampeding, and Vivianne looking like 
death — she could not help feeling sorry for Vivianne t 
And those two silly creatures, babbling and making every- 
thing ten times worse. And her own Goody frowning and 
purple, ready to fall on her too! She was, for half a 
minute, absolutely nonplussed. 

**Mother!" — ^Peggy's voice commanded and entreated 
at once — *Ws not true ! Say it's not true !" 

Lady Celia gathered herself together. Had she been 
of the stuff of which the two sisters were made, she would 
have taken the easiest way out and promptly disclaimed 
any complicity in the matter. But honor and convenience 
alike upheld her. 

"Peggy, dear, sit down and don't ramp in that manner. 
It's quite true, Vivianne, that your friends and I came 
to the conclusion to-day that you would be happier away 
from here. It w;ould be better for you to be in a nice 
convent, where you could pursue your studies. You are 
too young to give up lessons yet, you know. You don't 
look well. I don't think we make you happy, you're 
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too lonely. It is entirely for your sake, my dear." 

Vivianne rose and Lady Celia stopped ; eyen to lier own 
ear her words rang hollow. 

"Well, all I can say is,'* blurted Sir Gwydyr, "I never 
approved of it. Poor little girl! Hate convents. 
Lonely! Hasn't she got Peggy here? What? What? 

You know, Celia, I didn't ^" He, too, fell silent as 

Vivianne began to speak. 

"Thank you, madame," she said, and smiledL "I — I 
am grateful for your kindness. Thank you, too. Cousin 
Jeanne, and you, madame." She turned from Madame 
de Tirlemont to Lady Celia again. ^^If you will permit 
it, I will go to my room." 

Sir Gwydyr struggled to his feet. ' 

**Now, now, now P' he exclaimed, following the girl and 
patting her shoulder. "Don't you run away with any 
notion that we want to get rid of you. We all want to 
keep you, on the contrary. Hey, Celia? 'Pon my word, 
I say we won't let you go. Not a bit of it." Vivianne 
paused a second. Her young face was so white and 
drawn that his kind heart was shocked. He broke into 
stanunering: "What, what, what! We'll keep you at 
Penarth. What ^" 

^TThank you, sir, but I must go." 

"Nonsense!" repeated Sir Gwydyr. "Keep you here. 
Nonsense about these convents. What?" 

"I do not think it will be to a convent." 

Vivianne made the statement with great deliberation. 
Then she opened the door and went out. 

"Mother," stormed Peggy, "PU never forgive you.^' 
She burst into loud sobs, dashed past her father as he 
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tried to stop her, and flung herself out of the room in 
jie wake of her friend. 

**Leave her alone," said Lady Celia, without moving. 
Sir Gwydyr stood disconsolate, uneasily rubbing his chin. 

**Ah, mon Dieu^ mon Dieul" said Madame Hollebeke. 
^I knew how it would be. It is too cruel. Ah, that poor 
;hild — after what she has suffered, and she all alone !" 

Madame de Tirlemont shrugged her shoulders. The 
novement expressed all her satisfaction at having re- 
nained quite outside the matter. Lady Celia rolled up 
ler wool and stuck her needles into the ball. 

^^I think you might as well go and smoke another 
dgar. Goody, for once. You've done quite enough talkin' 
•or to-night. Hadn't we better all go to bed?" The 
ook she cast on her visitors was distinctly cold. 

**As for me," cried Madame Hollebeke, as she rose too, 
*I am quite ready. I want to run to that poor little 
^ivianne, and tell her she has absolutely misunderstood. 
lilay I not, Lady Morgan?" 

**I think, certainly not," said Lady Celia. 

^^Ah, that woman!" said Madame Hollebeke a few min- 
ites later, as she drew in comfortably to her sister's bed- 
room fire. ^^But I begin not to like her any more. She 
las a heart of stone, that one." 

**My dear," said Gabrielle, pulling tortoiseshell pins 
)ut of her fluffy hair, "I never was mad on her, you know 
— ^that Lady Celia of yours. But, since it is done after 
ill, it will be, my faith, much more agreeable for us, once 
that poor unfortunate girl is safe in her convent." 

^^She said she would not go to any convent." 
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^^Bah! she'll have to go. What else can she do?" 
^*I don't know," said Madame HoUebeke, under her 

breath, *VH^ me fait peur, cetie fUe*^ 

^^That is only your nerves. Do me the pleasure to 

ring your bell for my fat Suzanne. We are sent to bed 

with the hens to-night. I bet she is still stuffing herself 

in the servants' hall." 

Lady Celia went slowly to her own room. She wrote 
two or three letters; according to custom, read, with 
great but completely impersonal piety, a chapter of the 
Bible, then rang for her maid. Solenmly, silently, she 
permitted herself to be disrobed, enfolded in an immense 
quilted, much-belaced white silk dressing-gown — ^Lady 
Celia had an elegant specialty of white in her bedroom — 
and sat down before the sflver mirror. 

Her thoughts were revolving perplexedly. It was her 
instinct, in any conflict, to avoid discussion, excitement, 
anything approaching a scene; and she had learned by 
experience how much these tactics facilitated the carry- 
ing through of her own purpose. It would be far better 
to leave every one concerned severely alone to-nighi 
Peggy had behaved most unbecomingly; the morrow 
would probably find her in a different frame of mind. 
But Lady Celia was reckoning without her own heart. 
The child had not said good night! Such a thing had 
never happened before, that Peggy should go to bed with- 
out the last kiss and blessing from her mother. 

Then the episode downstairs had left Lady Celia with 
a sense of discomfort. She did not admit the possibility 
that the unusual feeling could be remorse; but she went 
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SO far as to wish ardently that she had left things alone 
for the present. 

**Has Miss Peggy gone to bed?" she asked her maid, 
indifferently, from between the loosened coils of her flow- 
ing hair. 

The highly respectable tirewoman, whom Lady Celia 
had trained and drilled into something nearly re- 
sembling an automaton, paused surprised. 
**Pm sure I haven't the least idea, my lady.*' 
Her mistress impatiently wheeled away from her touch,, 
pushing the hair off her face. 

**You can go to bed, Stilman. I shan't want you any 
more.'* 

**Not want me any more, my lady?*' 
**No, I don't want my hair brushed." 
**Not want your hair brushed, my lady?" 
**No. Didn't you hear me say you could go to bed?"* 
**Yes, my lady. Thank you, my lady! Good night,. 
my lady !" 

**What are those two girls about?" Lady Celia asked 
herself with disquietude, as she coiled up her long tresses 
again and petulantly flung on her lace cap. She walked 
aimlessly about the room, went out into the passage in 
an inconsequent way, and looked towards Peggy's door 
at the far end. Presently she found herself advancing 
towards it. "Pm sure she's not there; Fm sure she's 
making a fuss with Vivianne," she thought. Irritability 
lay over a very real anxiety. She turned the handle and 
looked in. The little rosebud bower was, as she had ex- 
pected, empty. She penetrated into the room and put 
another log on the fire, paused vaguely by the miniature 
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four^post bed and patted the turned-down sheet. Then 
she trailed once more back into the passage, said to her- 
self, ^^It's much the best thing to leave them quite alone P* 
yet inmiediately directed her steps towards the visitors' 
corridor. 

Here the lights were out, and Lady Celia had to grope 
for the switch. Then she started. There was a small, 
hunched-up figure in a pink dressing-gown crouching out- 
side the door of Vivianne's room, a dark, curly head bent 
forward nearly to the knees. Her heart contracted. 
What could it mean? Was the child crying? Was she 
asleep? Very seldom had Lady Celia moved so quickly 
as she did now. 

"Peggy?" 

The girl raised her head, showing a tired, frightened 
face. She stared at her mother, and made no attempt to 
speak or rise. 

"p€ggy> get up this minute! Why, dawlin', you're as 
cold as ice. My poor little girl P* 

Peggy burst into tears. "Oh, what shall I do? She 
won't let me in. I'm so frightened!" 

**Frightened?' Lady Celia herself turned pale, a sud- 
den, dark circle appeared round her eyes. **Why, what 
do you mean?" 

"She's locked herself in" — ^Peggy's teeth were chatter- 
ing — '"and, Oh, she's been sobbing so dreadfully P' 

"Sobbing!" The relief which Lady Celia felt was 
cheerfully reflected in her tone. "Poor child! Well, 
Peggy, leave her alone. It wouldn't be kind to force 
yourself upon her. Come to bed, dawlin'. She's proba- 
bly asleep by this time." 
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The mother encircled the slender, trembling body with 
a firm arm. Peggy went a few paces, then delicately dis- 
engaged herself. 

**Very well, mother, FIl go to bed." 

Lady Celia felt an intensity of rebellion under the 
semblance of obedience. She paused and looked dis- 
tressedly at her child. 

**Pcggy, you'll break my heart!" 

*Tm sorry, mother." 

**Can't you trust me to do what's best for you and for 
Vivianne too? Can't you see I'm only tryin' to do the 
best?" 

There was surprise, but there was also implacated in- 
dignation, in the gaze the girl turned upon her mother. 

** You've made me very unhappy," she said at last ; her 
voice tripped up with a catching breath. "I was un- 
happy enough before ; I'm ten times more miserable now.'^ 

She quivered into tears again, shaken with emotion 
like some tender sapling caught by the gust. Then -she 
started running towards her own room, the sound of her 
quick sobs flying behind her. 

**Oh, dear, how horriUe everythin' is.'" said Lady 
CeKa, 

Her own eyes misted. The shadow of the war to come 
between her and her child! 



vm 

DIVERTING THE TORRENT 

IN the luxury of her white-and-rose bed Peggy tossed 
and turned the whole night. She scarcely slept at 
aU. 

**What shall I do?" she had cried to her mother. 
**What shall I do?" remained the burden of her thought. 
She had to do something. Between her weak hands the 
fate of Yivianne lay. In these past days, during which 
they had been growing inevitably closer to each other, she 
had come to understand very clearly the dangerous con- 
dition of her unfortunate friend's overwrought mind. A 
weight of misery had been laid upon Vivianne which might 
well have crushed any less intensely vital nature : she had 
not been crushed, but she had been warped. Her grief 
had taken the turn towards bitterness which leads to 
despair. And now it was, Peggy told herself in an ague 
of apprehension, her own mother's hand which had thrust 
the tormented soul towards destruction. 

The accent with which Vivianne had said to Sir 
Gwydyr, "I must go ; I do not think it will be to a con- 
vent," had struck upon Peggy's heart. There had been 
something irrevocable, terrifying, in the very calmness 
with which the words had been said. 

She bad knocked and pleaded m vain outside the locked 
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^or. At first Vivianne had answered, with sufficient self- 
>iitrol : "Please leave me. Please go, I am tired." And 
eggy had gone to her room and undressed. But by and 
Yi irresistibly pressed by anxiety, she had returned, 
«ling her way along the dark passage, and very gently 
'ied the handle of the door. It was still locked. 
She had listened for some stir within, and then in the 
ack silence of the great house had come the sound of 
long^rawn sob, a sound of anguish such that it seemed 
1 if breath itself had to be wrested from a suffocating 
pth of agony. She had called then, and knocked, and 
ice more implored and passionately protested. But the 
Jy answer had been a partial stifling of the piteous 
^ping. 

Peggy had not been able to bring herself to leave her 
»st. Since she could not assuage, could not even clasp 
kiss, or hold the forlorn hands, she felt she must at 
ist share the dreadful vigil. Useless devotion of every 
nerous heart : to share, if unable to aid ! 
But, as she tossed in her little bed the long night 
rough, Peggy's energies were bent on aid — she could 
ve no peace till she had found some way. She knew 
rself strong enough to overrule father and mother 
id keep Vivianne at Penarth, but with the girl herself 
e realized that she must fail. When Vivianne had risen 
om her quiet corner and stood in the midst of the circle, 
e had been pride personified. "Thank you, Lady Celia 
. . and thank you, too, madame !" 
"Ifs all she had left," thought Peggy, clasping her 
.nds in the dark, "and this is the final wound !" 
Vivianne, who had cried out against tlafe \st%.^ ^1 
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charity, the garments of charity, the shelter of charitj, 
to be told in so many words — for that was what it came 
to — ^that they were grudged to her, it was too crod! 
The shame of her mother's action dyed Peggy again a 
miserable crimson as she lay, palpitating in the dark- 
ness. Nothing could put that right again at Penarth. 
It was an affront which no explanation could cover, no 
repentance atone for. To the marrow of her own pride 
Peggy knew this. **What's to become of her?" she 
thought frantically. What did Yivianne mean to do? 
Where could she go? What was to become of her? In- 
nocent flower of girlhood as Peggy was, she knew well 
enough that youth and loveliness and poverty cannot 
safely go unprotected in the world. Vivianne above all 
with her strange apart beauty! Was there ever any 
creature so abandoned, so helpless, so pursued by Fate? 

At the first stirring in the house, Peggy crept out of 
bed and turned on the light. She went to the window 
and pushed aside her rose-strewn curtain; there was a 
gray glimmer against the panes, the livid face of the 
November morning looking in upon her. She trembled 
with cold as she began to clothe herself. Never, in all 
her pampered little life, had she known what it was to 
get up without a fire, without hot water, without the help 
of a maid, without the delicate stimulant of the bedside 
cup of tea. She felt tired and stupid after her troubled 
night; almost as if she were not herself at all, but some 
awkward, inept personality whom she had to encourage 
and hustle along. She found herself talking in her own 
mind to this tiresome being : "If you were to wash your 
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face, you might feel different. . • . Yes, I know it's cold 
water, but you'll be better afterwards. • . . Why not 
slip on a fur coatP Now that's an improvement!" 

She began to feel almost Peggy again. The shock of 
the icy sponge and the subsequent glow had strength- 
ened the tired nerves. Two opposite purposes conflicted 
together in her mind. To seek Vivianne and stick to her, 
as she said in her girlish phraseology, like grim death. 
To go to Treowen and consult David. • • • 

These were not purposes that could be combined. She 
paused, her hands thrust into the pockets of her gray 
squirrel motoi^coat. Her tiny silver clock had only just 
chimed the half-hour after six. If she took her own little 
car at full speed, there might be ample time to go to 
Treowen and return before Vivianne was up and dressed. 
Her mother had said she would sleep after her tears and 
Peggy knew very well how heavily one lay after crying 
oneself to sleep. 

Through the intense dark silence of the house she made 
her pilgrimage once again. Everything seemed very still 
in Vivianne's room; but her own heart beat so loud, as 
she bent to listen, that it confused her hearing. Very 
delicately she turned the handle, the door yielded; a 
sharp angle of light startled her as she flung it open. 

Vivianne was standing before the dressing-table. She 
wheeled round. She was clad for going out, with hat and 
traveling cloak, the long ends of her blue gauze veil 
floated down either side of her face. The two stared as 
if each thought the other a ghost. Then Peggy caught 
sight of a small traveling bag standing on the table, and 
cried piercingly: 
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"Oh, Vivianne ! '' 

Vivianne glanced in the same direction. 

"I must go,'' she said. 

"Where? What will you do?" These were the ques- 
tions Peggy had asked herself all night. 

"I don't know ; but I must go.'^ 

Then Peggy cried: 

"Wherever you go, I goP* There are difficulties that 
solve themselves with a single leap of the heart. She had 
not known how she could help; now it had come to her. 

"Peggy P* Vivianne spoke faintly. 

Peggy sprang to her and caught her close; she was 
full of courage and warmth. The horrible, intangiUe 
dread that had pursued her ever since last night was 
gone, driven away by the light of her own resolve. No 
evil could happen if she were there to guard and defend* 

"Oh, don't make it worse," exclaimed Vivianne. "I 
am so tired ! If you keep me here, you kill me." 

"I won't keep you. Where were you going?" 

"I don't know. I thought I might get work in Lon- 
don. There is a bureau where they help my people — ^the 
quite destitute, like me." 

"You were going to walk to the station, I suppose. 
Have you any money?" 

"I have some francs." 

*'But, dear, you know, this is quite mad !" 

The other girl turned her slow gaze— even a child like 
Peggy could see that the limit of endurance had been 
reached — ^then she stretched out her hand for her travel- 
ing bag. 

"At least I will drive you," said Peggy, humoring her. 
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**F11 drive you myself, but first we must both have a cup 
«f tea. They're awake downstairs, I know. Father is 
€)ff at half-past seven. One minute, Vivianne." 

"I couldn't.'' 

"Couldn't what?" 

"Eat or drink again in this house." 

*^ery well, then," said Peggy, after a second's pause. 
«*We'll be off without it. Til tie your veil. Now, I'll 
carry your bag. What about your luggage?" 

"I'm not taking any more than this. It's not mine, 
either. Nothing is mine, hardly." 

**One minute," repeated Peggy, "I must get my hat." 

Seizing upon the bag as hostage, she flew to her room, 
Oung on her fur cap, caught up her gloves and a chain 
purse containing some loose gold out of a drawer, and 
ran back to the guest's corridor. Vivianne had wan- 
dered out into the passage; but Peggy, without com- 
tnent, took her by the arm, and drew her down the back 
Btairs. 

A sleepy maid was mopping the flags, and there were 
signs of activity in the yard, where Sir Gwydyr's car 
had already been rolled out of the garage. The men 
Were probably at breakfast, thought Peggy, thankful to 
Gnd the door unlocked. She went to her own machine, 
Satisfied herself that there was sufficient oil in the tank, 
Cind vigorously began to wind. A chauffeur rushed out 
Cit the sound, but stopped astonished at sight of the two 
young ladies. Peggy straightened herself and turned her 
Qushed face upon him. 

"Just wheel it out, please, Collins. I'm off for a 
spin." 
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She stood watching while her orders were obeyed, then 
sprang into her seat. 

"Get in, Vivianne. Oh, I say, is Sir Gwydyr's rug in 
there? Chuck it here, will you? Wrap it round the 
young lady — ^tight. That's all right.** She started the 
machine, then called out over her shoulder: ^^Tell Sir 
Gwydyr I may perhaps be at the station to see him off. 
And get him another rug.*' 

The little car flew off, cheerily humming, through the 
open court-yard gate, gathering fine speed as it reached 
the back drive. 

In spite of all the serious reasons Miss Morgan had 
for sorrow, anxiety and doubt, she was feeling distinctly 
elated. Love of adventure runs in the blood of healthj 
youth. Vivianne, who had instinctively pulled the blue 
gauze over her face as they stepped into the yard, sat 
beside her without word or movement. Peggy drote 
daringly, but well; she blew her horn so peremptorily 
when they approached the lodge that the gates were al- 
ready opened when the car buzzed into sight; and with a 
triumphant curve, its driver sped it out on the hi^ 
road. 

When they had gone about a mile between the bare 
hedges and sodden fields Peggy slowed down. 

**Now,** she cried, "the question is what are we really 
going to do? I might take you to the station. Father 
will be there. I believe I could get him to let us go up 
to London with him. I can do anything with father. 
But suppose we get to London, what shall we do then? 
You know, Vivianne, Fm not going to leave you.'* 

From behind the blue veil only an inarticulate murmur 
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answered. Half impatient, half terrified, Peggy slipped 
off her thick glove and drew aside the folds of gauze from 
her friend's face. At the sight of its pallor she felt her 
own countenance grow cold. Determinedly, however, she 
pulled herself together* 

"Fll tell you what's the matter with you — ^with us 
both* We want breakfast. I'm sure I do. Fd take 
you to Treowen ; but I don't know. David mightn't like 
U8 quite so early. Oh, I have it !" She gave a cry of 
inspiration. **How stupid I am! There's Mrs. Jones — 
Gracious-to-Goodness ! Ah ! dear, that's what my Johnny 
used to call her. She was our dairy>woman at Penarth, 
and she lives in David's village. You're not listening. 
Oh, Vivianne darling, do hold up. We'll be there in a 
moment." 

The bleak wind which had stimulated Peggy like a cup 
of iced wine seemed to have struck chill upon her com- 
panion* When they drew up before the comfortable, 
deep-eaved, thatched cottage which stood in its garden 
a little on the outskirts of the village of Bwlchlin, Peggy 
£ung an arm round the drooping figure by her side, and 
ahouted vigorously for help. Vivianne, however, was not 
fainting; by the time Mrs. Jones, all amazement and 
Iiaste, came waddling down the flagged path, she found 
the two girls emerging from the car. 

^^Miss Margaret! Gracious-to-goodness, Miss Mar- 
^ret! And what brings you here, whatever?" 

^^Oh, I can't explain, Jonesie. Get us a cup of tea, 
quick, quick ! Oh, Jonesie, don't say your kettle is not 
boiling!" 

^^Gracious-to-goodness !" ejaculated the cottage dame 
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again* But like most old servants she was ready for 
emergencies, and instantly encircling an arm — about the 
size and consistency of a good bolster — round Viviaime^s 
waist, hoisted her up the path, into the cottage, paren- 
thetically addressing her as ^^adybird" between her pant- 
ing breaths. 

To have been long in the service of Penarth meant re- 
tirement on an idyllically comfortable scale. Mrs* 
Jones's cottage was a picture of bowery delight in spnng) 
summer and autumn; in winter it might have been taken 
for the model Christmas card, especially if its door were 
open as now, giving a glimpse of ruddy hearth, brick 
floor, red in the firelight, deep-winged armchair at the 
angle of the fender, and a tortoiseshell cat, washing its 
face luxuriously within the circle of warmth. 

Puss fled before the strange procession, but the arm- 
chair was put into instant use, 

**And indeed, yes, yes, the young lady do look poorlj) 
Miss Margaret." 

Yivianne sank down into the red cushions, and allowed 
Peggy to untie the blue veil, loosen the coUar of her 
cloak and pull the gloves off her hands. She was not 
unconscious, but dazed and exhausted. 

Mrs. Jones's kettle was boiling and a comfortable black 
pot was already provided with tea and warming on the 
hob, for she had been, as she repeated, on the very step 
of sitting down to breakfast. 

Peggy, who was developing common sense in the midst 
of her wild escapade, speedily presented a cup of tiu^ 
brew — ^hot, strong and sweet — ^with so much firmness that 
half of it was drunk before protest could be uttered. K 
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was more difficult to get f pod down ; but she waxed stern, 
and insisted so urgently, that in the end it was easier 
for her patient to give in than to refuse. 

Then Peggy stood back and surveyed the result. The 
color had returned to the girl's lips; her eyes no longer 
looked so overwhelmingly dark and large. Miss Morgan 
nodded, dragged a patchwork footstool forward, and re- 
marked : 

^^You lie still now and get warm. I'm going to finish 
up dear old Jonesie's breakfast for her." 

**And gracious-to-goodness," cried the ex-dairy- 
woman, "and if any one was welcome, whatever!" 

It was a very comfortable and agreeable meal to 
Peggy. She thought the thick slices of bacon, bubbling 
in their earthenware pie dish, the most delicious thing 
she had ever eaten. And though Mrs. Jones shook her 
head sadly over the butter, and said she wondered indeed 
what had come to folk nowadays who would not be satis- 
fied with the hands God Almighty had given them, but 
must be messing the good milk with machines and trash 
— ^which it was no wonder it got into the butter, what- 
ever — ^her guest contrived to dispose of it with great sat- 
isfaction on slice after slice of the wheaten loaf. 

Mrs. Jones was, of course, commanded to join in her 
own repast ; and the teapot had to be replenished, for she 
was very particular about her tea, and liked it with a bit 
of body in it — ^as the fashion is with most old ladies of 
her class. 

The conversation was very brisk between them across 
the white tablecloth; and the hostess, as in duty bound, 
inquired about the Master and the Lady and each young 
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gentleman in turn. And Peggy answered elaboratdj, 
after which they exchanged comments upon the Kaiser. 

^Hjracious-to-goodness, Fm beginning to think that's 
not a very good man. Miss Margaret!" 

From this topic the talk naturally glided upon tiie poor 
Belgians, for whom Mrs. Jones vowed you could not but 
feel sorry. Peggy flung a look at the armchair, and her 
hostess put a plump, toil-worn forefinger to her lips, and 
opened round, questioning eyes. Peggy nodded three 
times with great emphasis. And Mrs. Jones ejaculated: 

**Dear, to be sure, is that the case indeed?" And, low- 
ering her voice, further wondered, in a creaking whisper, 
how anybody could find it in their heart to be unkind to 
such a sweet young lady. ^^But those Germans, it's little 
principle they seem to have at all. You heard of the 
poor woman I had here, Miss Margaret, there's tales she 
could have told, if she could have spoke a word of the 
language! But there and indeed, it was a living tale to 
see her. It was to the madhouse they had to take her. 
Indeed, yes, yes; there's too sad talking for you, miss. 
And it's Mrs. Price, of Mr. Owen of Treowen, that took 
the little girl." 

**Do you mean the darling little roly-poly they called 
Boulotte?" 

^^Some such heathen name indeed. Miss Margaret. 
Bullet, yes — along of the war, Fm thinking, and the poor 
mother having the brain turned on her." 

Peggy, with eyes and mouth wide open, sat a moment 
very still, as if she were on the point of snapping at 
some flying thought with her pretty lips. Then she bent 
forward and asked eagerly : 
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^^ou had the poor woman here? Of course, you take 
lodgers, I remember. Would you mind — Oh, Jonesie, 
will you let us lodge with you?" 

**Gracious-to-goodness, Miss Margaret!" 

^^I know it's a great big bed upstairs. Oh, you can't 
think — ^you can't imagine what a providence you'd be! 
You've saved me — ^us ! You've solved the problem ; you're 
the goddess out of the machine ! Oh, Jonesie, let me come 
and hug you! It's the most perfect thing that could 
have happened. Only three miles across the fields to 
Treowen !" 

Mrs. Jones grew more and more bewildered, and when 
it came to the last phrase she fumbled for her glasses 
to assure herself that her little Miss Margaret had still 
the air of one in possession of her senses. • • • To be 
sure, the honor of the company of the young ladies • • • 
but indeed, and what did her ladyship say? Perhaps 
Miss Margaret was only making fun of a poor old 
woman. Not but what everything Mrs. Jones had was 
not for the taking of the house. 6racious-to-goodness, 
yes, yes, she hoped she knew her grateful duty! But 
Miss Margaret was young. Let it not seem disrespectful 
and forward to say so, whatever. 

Peggy interrupted the flow of soft sing-song; and, 
seeing that the old woman was really exercised in her 
mind to distress, she said earnestly : 

"Jonesie, I can't explain it to you now. But you 
may be quite happy. I shall make it all right at Pen- 
arth." 

She stood reflecting, a frown over her bright eyes ; then 
she went round the table, and peeped at the occupant of 
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the armchair. A smile irradiated her face. Tiptoe she 

came back to the old woman, whispering: 

"Asleep! Splendid. — Jonesie dear, I'm going to leave 

her here. Don't disturb her for your life. But if she 

wakes, teU her I shaU be back in an hour or so.'' 

"Gracious-to-goodness, Miss Margaret! ^ 

Peggy stopped all further protest by a kiss on the 

wrinkled-apple cheek, pulled her fur cap ruthlessly oyer 

her curls, slipped on her gloves, opened the cottage door 

softly and slipped out. 



IX 

A MAD SUGGESTION 

^HE wind had blown the mist away from the earth 
and rolled the clouds from across a great arch of 
blue sky, through which sunshine was pouring 
a the world. The keen air was full of the indescriba- 
purity left by a night of frost ; it was fragrant, too, 
ood smoke wafted from cottage hearths, and the aro- 
[c essences of dead leaves and dying herbage. As 
gy was carried forward she felt her heart rise and 
with conflicting tides. How peaceful Vivianne had 
ed in her sleep ... as if the tormentor had left her ! 
it was good, it was comforting to help! Grod was 
all to bless. So her thoughts soared, 
hen came the sinking. The turn of the road brought 
to the river banks: away to the left in the distance 
d Treowen, dominating the valley; and on the right 
ad David's pastures, hemmed in with the purple of 
Qaked wintry beech woods. In the very center of the 
of blue in front of her Pen-y-fal reared its strange 
:, palely golden in the morning light. Peggy's heart 
twisted with the sickening pang of loss. She wanted 
iny more than ever. She wanted him just at this 
lent. It was so beautiful and dear a vision, she 
ed to share the joy of it. She bit back her tears 
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and turned to wheel over the bridge. On each side the 
water was shot with gold and blue ; just beyond, the oak 
glades of Treowen climbed, richly bronze; the bracken 
was rust-flame underneath. The gray pile of the house 
took a gleam of yellow sunshine on its eastern gaUed 
fa9ade. From a single chimney out of the many stacks 
floated a sinuous ribbon of pale gray smoke. 

"m never rest," said Peggy to herself, **till every 
hearth in the house has its fire." And with the thought 
came the knowledge of what she meant to do. It was 
quite certain now. David must marry Vivianne. 

She was busy peopling the old solitary house as she 
drove up the sodden avenue: Vivianne happy and safe; 
David with loving content in those hungry eyes; dariing 
little red-haired children sprawling about. Busy ser- 
yants, the sound of many feet, of laughter, of cheerful 
voices; flowers gay once more in the neglected garden^ 
the old stone vases blossoming; the fountains playing* 
• • • Treowen alive and awake, holding the future in its 
embrace ! 

She pulled up her car at the wicket-gate, and pursued 
her way on foot. No one had swept the fallen leaves, no 
hand had cleared the encroaching grass from the drive- 
She emerged upon the terrace ; the sodden heads of two 
or three roses still clung to the wild, unpruned growth 
that stretched its thorny branches outwards over th^ 
terraced wall, and inwards toward the house. 

Nature is all very well where the hand of man ha5 
never attempted to guide her ; but when she reasserts het 
sway over human effort the result is melancholy. Peggy 
thought she had never realized the true desolation of thi* 
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place before. She halted a moment involuntarily. The 
silence, emphasized only by the lazy caws of a couple of 
flying rooks and the rushing of the winds through the 
woods below, seemed to invade her soul like a flood. It 
was the silence, not of the wild heart of peace, but a 
silence of death where there should be life; a stillness 
that might be compared to the drawing down of blinds 
in the house of bereavement. 

The door of the stone porch was ajar and, musing, she 
went in. The passage was empty, but wet flags and an 
abandoned bucket and brush showed that Madlen had 
been interrupted in her early scrubbing. 

Peggy was glad not to have to stop and explain her 
presence. She crossed the stone hall, each step awaking 
echoes that sounded as if the very emptiness cried out, 
and was almost frightened to open the door of the oak 
parlor; she had come upon an errand so strange, so wild 
and difficult that her heart wellnigh failed her. As she 
hesitated, the sound of a child's crooning laughter fell 
^pon her ear. From amazement she struck upon remem- 
brance — ^Boulotte, of course ! She walked in then, a brave 
smile upon her lips. 

David was sitting, turned away from the breakfast 
table, in the big carved, high-backed chair. At his feet 
Boulotte, with her tight Dutch cap and her long blue 
gown, was rolling about on the rug, her fat hands buried 
^ the fur. She was bubbling with amusement after her 
fashion. The man was contemplating her gravely. He 
^d not turn his head as the door opened, but said : 

**She is quite good, Nanny; you can leave us a little 
^hile longer.'* 
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Peggy advanced. David looked round quickly at the 
sound of the light tread. 

*Teggy, Is that you so early? Do you know, I thought 
you were Nanny! — ^But no foot at Treowen steps like 
that. You see my new Red Cross nurse?** 

It was the first time since the war she had seen that 
good smile. 

"Fm jealous," said Peggy. 

'^Have you had breakfast?" David half rose. 

"Oh, yes, thanks; at Mrs. Jones's — Gracious-to-6ood- 
ness, as my Johnny used to call her." Peggy winked 
away the tear that had gathered. ^^I wanted to be a Red 
Cross nurse, you know, straight off, but mother would not 
hear of it. What's that you say?" 

"I said you're early afield." 

**Had to be. David, something dreadful's happened — 
VIvianne's left Penarth." 

The man turned so white that she stopped and stared. 

**Do you mean she has gone away?" he asked hoarsely, 
and then added, **Lost?" 

"No, Oh no! I've left her at Mrs. Jones's. David, 
mother's been — ^I don't know why — ^horrible. She wanted 
to get her away — ^to shut her up In a convent. It bored 
her, I think, to see anything so sad. You know what 
mother Is when she is bored. She and those horrid little 
Belgian women started to make arrangements without 
telling us a word — I mean me and Vivianne — and then 
poor father blurted it all out last night. Oh, you can't 
think how dreadful it was — ^how cruel it seemed ! Vivianne 
hadn't guessed even — father thought It was all settled. 
Then Vivianne got up with a smile and went out of the 
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room and locked herself up, and wouldn't let even me in ; 
and I was so frightened I went and listened at the door 
in the night — and Oh, David, David, dear, she was sob- 
bing so — so — ^I never can tell you how.'* 

The child on the floor rolled into a sitting posture and 
stayed its chuckling self-commune to stare with awed, in- 
quisitive eyes at Peggy's face. David, clutching the arm 
of his chair with his one sound hand, sat very still, his 
eyes cast down. 

**It's not as if she were like other people," lamented 
Peggy. "She's had such sorrow — -and she minds things 
so dreadfully ! She could hardly bear it as it was, having 
to take everything from other people, and then to find it 
was even given unwillingly! I never can forgive mother! 
David, she was going away, going with hardly any 
money, she did not know where herself. . . . What did 
you say?" 

David had said nothing, but Peggy broke off, discon- 
certed, feeling as if she had been passionately inter- 
rupted. 

**you found her as she was going away?" he ques- 
tioned, in a singularly contained voice, at last. 

'TTes ; I found her in the dawn. I had not slept either. 
She would not even take a cup of tea. She couldn't, she 
said ; never in our house again. I brought her to Jonesie's 
cottage. I drove her myself, in the little car, you know. 
I made her eat there. I left her asleep before the fire 
and came to you." 

**Wait a minute," said David. 

He leaned forward, propped on his elbow, shading his 
eyes with his hand. Last night! • • • It was last night 
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she had come to him in his dreams : he had held her in hii 
arms, while joy and pain stabbed him to the souL • • • 
And all the while she had been lying awake, in sorrow, 
sobbing — ^**I never can tell you howP' Peggy had said. 
• • • Why was it she had come to him — was it for help? 
Had some mysterious bond been formed between them in 
that single meeting? All imawares, had some spirit part 
of her fled to him out of her extreme misery, knowing 
that it would find shelter? However it might be with her, 
that dream emanation of her had laid hold of him in 
singular fashion; since the instant he had awakened, it 
had seemed to him as if his whole being was impregnated 
with her as by a potent fragrance. He had been thinking 
of her, even as he sat gazing at the child when Peggy 
entered upon them. 

He looked up sharply. 

"Why do you tell me all this, Peggy?" 

"Because — ^because " P^ggy stammered. There 

was a new fierce air about him; it discomfited her. 

"You think I can help?" 

"Yes, I do." 

"How?" 

Peggy had never lacked boldness; but, had she been 
the most timid creature in the world, David's eyes would 
have drawn the answer from her. 

"I think you can marry her." 

There came a silence that screamed at Peggy. Her 
heart had started beating so violently she could hardlj 
breathe. 

Boulotte suddenly began to whimper, and Peggy, glad 
to hide her confusion, stooped down and picked the child 
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up. Still David did not speak. Stealing a glance at him, 
Peggy saw he was once more shading his eyes with his 
hand. 

"Pm sure you must think me mad," cried the girl, 
quaveringly, "but Oh, if you knew ! There isn't anywhere 
she can go — she hasn't any one; she's quite, quite alone. 
And she is so strange and beautiful — and forlorn ; so dif- 
ferent from everybody. I can't think, I can't im- 
agine ^" Her voice trailed off. She pressed her face 

against Boulotte's warm, white-capped head — ^it was 
quite absurd how often she felt inclined to cry lately. 

**I wouldn't dare," scud David under his breath. "It 
would seem like insulting her in her misfortune." 

Clutching the child, Peggy, her pleading eyes on his 
troubled face, cried eagerly: 

"No, no; how can you think that? Home and peace 
and safety and some one to care for her." 

David drew a long breath. There came a weighty 
pause then. She had a swift intuition of something al- 
most unbelievable, the possibility of which, even in her 
most sanguine planning, had not dawned upon her. She 
was here to implore him to come to the aid of a most 
pitiable and forlorn creature whom no one else could help. 
David had always been ready to sacrifice himself for 
others. It was really as an act of further self-abnegation 
on his part that she regarded the transaction, though out 
of her sublime ignorance of life she had incidentally built 
projects as fragile and unstable as a child's house of 
cards of the ultimate joys and blessings which marriage 
was to bring to the lonely man. 

**0h, David," she cried, panting, "yo\x do e^iX^^r '^^ 
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raised his bent head and she saw a deep color rush vio- 
lently up to his pale face. Her own cheeks burned. ^^Oh, 
I beg your pardon !" she cried, and turned away. 

She had never blushed or had the faintest thought of 
shyness in her own happy play at love — ^that delicate 
comedy which had ended in such deep-hearted tragedy. 
But what she now saw in David's face gave her an insight 
into the trouble and turmoil of a man's passion — ^the 
difficult, profoundly disturbing ardors of a virile nature 
which love has taken by storm. Vaguely she perceived 
feelings beyond her comprehension, and she was seized by 
an overpowering sense of intrusion. 

He was the iSrst to speak again: 

"How do you wish me to act?" 

"Oh, David, I have said " 

She could not continue; a faint smile flickered on his 
lips. 

"My dear child, even if — ^well, people can't marry from 
one day to another like that." 

"Why not?" The words leaped from her on the pulse 
of eagerness. She heard him gasp, like one caught by 
the dash of a wave. "It's quite different now," she went 
on. "Ever so many people I know have been married like 
that since the war. People who hadn't even thought of 
being engaged before, some of them. It's just because 
one hasn't time to make a fuss about things — ^things that 
don't matter now. If one cares at all one cares des- 
perately. If I'd known Johnny was going out Fd have 
married him. I always meant to. And that's why I 
think" — ^her voice sank and she half whispered behind 
Boulotte's head — ^**I know he thought it best for me — 
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my darling dead; and it's just the one thing I can't get 
over — not to be at least his widow !" 

David rose and went to the window ; he could not think 
of Peggy and Johnny now. Her words struck him, but 
only as fuel to his fire. Not to have followed the call of 
her heart was the one thing Peggy could not get over — 
why should he resist the call of his? 

Vivianne, "beautiful, strange and forlorn," had already 
claimed him, mysteriously, before Peggy had come with 
her singular appeal. She needed him. Yet there was no 
need for him to find reasons for his passion ; for with him 
it was already past reasons. He had lived apart all his 
youth and manhood till this hour. His glance had never 
feasted upon woman's beauty, his pulses had never quick- 
ened to woman's nearness — ^never, until one had sought 
hun in his dream: Vivianne, who had called hun through 
sleep to love. If the words he had just heard were not 
dream, too, he could make of the dream reality. It came 
upon him, almost to faintness. • • • His pale, sorrowing, 
silent lady — she might look up and smile at him with 
trust in her eyes! Passionately his soul folded itself 
about the thought of her. "Home and peace and safety, 
and some one to care for her." All this was his to give ; 
would he not give it? 

Boulotte, solid little bit of jollity as she was, began to 
find her entertcunment poor. She struggled to get down 
from Peggy's knees, and gave a lusty shout at being re- 
strained. The girl rolled her off her lap on to the rug. 

"Shall I take her to Nanny?" she asked. 

David's face softened, even in the midst of his own pre- 
occupation, as he looked down at the waif. 
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^'She likes being here," he scud. Then he came forward 
and said abruptly: **Pm a pretty figure for a bride- 
groom. Heaven knows if I shall ever use this arm again f 

Peggy clasped her hands. 

**0h, don't you see — don't you see, that's just what 
makes it easy? You want help, too. She won't be taking 
everything. She will feel you want her." 

"What shall I do?" He moved slightly away, his 
words came humbly. Peggy felt as if she were yean 
older than this wounded man with the gray hair and the 
innocent heart, so much more worldly-wise and practical 
"Would she see me? Shall I go to her?" 

"I think Pd better bring her here; you couldn't speak 
in Jonesie's cottage with the little walls on the top of 
you, and the dear old thing running in and out with her 
*Gracious-to-goodness.' David, PU bring her to-day, and 
you can speak to her here, in Treowen, the place that 
may be her home. Beloved Treowen! It's so sad now — 
and so empty and longing somehow, and so wonderful 
There never was a place like it to me. You and Tre- 
owen together! Dear David, Pll bring her at tea-time, 
and I'll go away and leave you and ^" 

He gave a laugh, vibrating with contained emotion, 
flung himself into his chair again, and with that gesture 
she knew now as significant put up his left hand to con- 
ceal his face. 

"I don't know which is the madder, you or I, Peggy," 
he said. 

"Never mind. I'm off now," said Peggy. 



FIRST STEPS IN THE SCHEME 

LADY CELIA walked into the smaller drawing- 
room, gave a vague smile in the direction of the 
Belgian ladies, sat down and took up her knit- 
ting. The two^ who had broken off an eager conversation 
with the embarrassed abruptness of the interrupted, 
smiled back enthusiastically: 

**I was just saying, dear Lady Morgan,'' exclaimed 
Madame Hollebeke, "how charming youx chrysanthe- 
mums are." 

"Yes, really,'* corroborated the Comtesse, "we have 
rarely seen any more beautiful." 

*^We die of envy to visit your greenhouses again," be- 
gan the Baronne. 

"Ah, there is so much to see here that is magnificent," 
sighed the other. And, having thus, they deemed, suffi- 
ciently removed any impression of unfavorable secret 
<;onference, they allowed themselves to relapse into silence, 
"%hile Lady Celia, still with her fixed smile and dis- 
contented, eyes, stared past them out of the window, 
luncheon might be announced any moment. The 
Garonne looked surreptitiously at her watch; she was 
iiungry. 

"And our dear little Miss Peggy," insinuated Madame 
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de Tirlemont presently in a detached manner, ^^has she 
returned safely?'* 

Lady Celia brought her gaze very slowly back from 
the window to the speaker's face, then she began to knit 

"No; she's not back yet." 

**Mon Dieu! and are you not anxious?" 

"Not at all," said Lady Celia. 

"And Vivianne," exclaimed Madame de Tirlemont, **8he, 
too, is still out, then?" 

"I suppose so." 

The Belgian ladies exchanged glances of meaning. 

"But really, do you know, this becomes disquieting* 
God knows what has happened to them, these children. 
My maid tells me it was before the day that they de- 
parted, and after the — ^the scene of last night, too. K 
makes one fear, I know not what." 

"Two young girls like that, alone P' Madame Hofle- 
beke's tone waxed tragic. 

"Oh, Peggy often goes away by herself." 

"And to think that it is in an auto! Accidents so 
easily happen in autos. Not even a chauffeur, I under- 
stand?" 

"Peggy drives very well." 

^^Oh, Lady Morgan, is it possible you are not anxious? 
Would it not be well to send to the research?" 

"I shouldn't dream of such a thing," drawled Lady 
Celia. 

As a matter of fact, she had dispatched the car in one 
direction and a couple of grooms on horseback in others. 
She was quite prepared, when the chauffeur should re- 
turn from Gwent-To^n, to be informed that the young 
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ladies — ^wicked little fools, she characterized them in her 
own mind — ^had taken train for London. In which case 
there would be nothing for it but telephones and tele- 
grams, and a tiresome journey in pursuit for herself. 

The gong sounded, and the two small girls that be- 
longed to Madame de Tirlemont — dark, long-haired, long- 
legged children — came demurely in with their governess, 
followed by Madame Hollebeke's round-faced little boy in 
a tight plaid tunic. 

^^I am seriously alarmed," said the Baronne, rising, 
however, with alacrity. 

Even as she spoke, Peggy, still in her furs, swung 
alertly into the room. 

"Oh, here you are, dawlin'," said Lady Celia com- 
posedly. She stuck her knitting needles carefully into 
the ball and rose. ^^Let's go in to lunch." 

"Very sorry, mother, dear, I haven't a moment. I 
can't lunch. I just wanted to tell you^ ^" 

"And Vivianne?" 

**Where is Vivianne?" the sisters cried, their eyes gleam- 
ing with curiosity. 

"Is Vivianne lost, mamma.?" cried the little boy shrilly. 

"Baby is so stupid," said the elder of the little girls in 
superior tones. "He's been crying all the morning be- 
cause one has told him Vivianne must be lost." 

"Well, and where is Vivianne?" asked Lady Celia with- 
out an inflection in her voice. 

Peggy stood with her hands thrust deep in her pockets. 
Her fur cap was tilted on one side; she looked rakish, 
rather pale, determined, and extraordinarily pretty, her 
mother thought. 
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Lady Celia smiled inyoluniarily and proceeded without 
waiting for an answer: ^^Do let us have our luncL" Of 
all things, she wished just now to avoid a discussicNL 

**Vivianne isn't here; she's with old Mrs. Jones— 
Jonesie, you know, mother. I took her there. She's not 
coming back here any more; and please, mother, Fm 
going to stay there, too, to be with her." 

^^Peggy ! '' 

Lady Celia was really startled at last. 

**Ah maU ^" Madame de Tirlemont began and 

stopped. 

The small Tirlemonts, who spoke English from nursery 
days, opened wide eyes, scenting naughtiness. Tbelr 
governess, who spoke nothing but French, drooped her 
patient, long-nosed visage and yearned for the cutlets. 

"Vivianne couldn't come back, you know," went on 
Peggy. She spoke with great deliberation. "I have told 
her I will not leave her. I must stay with her." 

"Indeed" — the mother had now glided from amazement 
into a mild, plaintive sarcasm — ^^^and how long do you 
intend to live at Mrs. Jones's, may I inquire?" 

Peggy hesitated. Carnation colors flamed in her cheeks, 
but her voice remained firm. 

**I don't quite yet know, mother." 

**C*est que je meurs de fcAm,** whispered the Comtesse 
to the Baronne. 

"Peggy> dawlin', don't talk nonsense. Come in to 
lunch, and we'll go and fetch that ridiculous child back 
home afterwards." 

"No, mother." 

"Do you say *No' to me, Peggy?" 



FIRST STEPS IN THE SCHEME 

^TTes, mother.'' 

**A%e, aieF* groaned Madame Hollebeke under her 
breath. 

**Mademoiselle," said Madame de Tirlemont severely 
in French, **do me the pleasure to take the children into 
the hall and wait there.'' 

Lady Celia rolled her meditative golden gaze toward 
the careful mother, and then upon the little procession 
till the door closed behind it. After which she once more 
fixed her eyes upon Peggy. For the iSrst time she was 
brought up by a will stronger than her own, and — irony 
of fate ! — ^that will was her daughter's. 

What can the modern parent do to constrain the inde- 
pendent child? The days of supreme authority are gone 
by. Lady Celia could not have Peggy carried to her 
room and locked up; and short of that nothing could 
avail. She certainly was not going to condescend to 
wrangle before her guests. 

**I don't know what fawther will say," she remarked 
at last. 

**I'll explain everything to father myself," said Peggy 
with dignity. Then she gave a sudden giggle. **Good-by, 
mother, I must go. I have to see that Julie puts a few 
things in a hold-all for me, and I want to get back for 
Jonesie's dinner. She's got toad-in-the-hole." Madame 
de Tirlemont gave an ejaculation, and the girl laughed 
outright. ^^You can explain what it is when I'm gone. 
It was smelling jolly good." 

She lifted her fresh face, and rather to her surprise 
her mother kissed her without another word. 

^^Au revoir, madame," said Peggy tbfiiv^ ^tA ^^^ 
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hands prettily with the astounded Belgian ladies. '^Au 
revoir, I shall take care of Vivianne." 

The great mahogany door clapped behind her disap- 
pearing iSgure. 

"God of Heaven P' exclaimed Madame Hollebeke, clasp- 
ing her hands, "I blame myself — ^we blame ourselves. It 
is all because of that unhappy Vivianne !" 

"Dear Lady Morgan," interpolated Madame de Tirle- 
mont in an agonized voice, ^^do not hold us responsible 
for this misfortune." 

"Ah, she will come back to her senses pretty soon, 
aUez. She has a good little heart, that delicious Peggy. 
She will not vex her adored mamma." 

The Baronne was anxious about the possible results of 
this development of affairs, and spoke with genuine emo- 
tion. Lady Celia looked round upon them as if they had 
escaped her memory and she had just become aware again 
of their existence. 

*^^^gg7 ^As always the most splendid ideas. I don't 
think any one could have thought of anything more suit- 
able for a few days," she proclaimed in her languid way. 
"Hadn't we better go in to lunch?" 

She was smiling once more as she followed her 
astounded visitors. She had not heard her child laugh 
like that since poor Johnny's death. 



A NEW FRAGRANCE IN THE OLD HOME 

DAVID continued to tell himself he was mad; that 
Peggy was a dear child; that, most certainly, 
whatever the future might hold, it was beyond 
the bounds of possibility to say one word to Mademoiselle 
de Flesselles of their fantastic project to-day, even if 
the proposed visit should take place. 

Nevertheless, he informed a gnmibling Nanny that 
she was to exert her energies in the direction of tea to 
the utmost resources of the house. Honey and pears he 
himself suggested, and her scones, and Madlen might lay 
out the old Spode service and 

"Indeed, yes, yes," interrupted Nanny, flattening her 
stiff apron with angry shaking gesture. She was likely, 
indeed, to intrust that girl with the grand china! And 
the master talked as if one had twenty hands, and Madlen 
with as much as she could do to look after Bullet, what- 
ever . . . 

"Bring Boulotte up to me, then.^ 

"And indeed," cried old Nanny, her ill-hmnor flying 
at a tangent, "if it's the young foreign lady they've got 
at Fenarth that's coming here again with Miss Peggy, 
she's not such good company for her, to my mind, sir, 
and I wouldn't be advising you to have little Bullet in the 
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room with her, whatever, seeing the way she went by the 
child without so much as a look, as if she hadn't been 
taken in out of charity herself!" 

"Nanny! '' 

The old servant looked swiftly up, then down agsdn; 
and the smoothing hands gave a furious jerk. 

"It's for the young lady I'm to get out the best china, 
whatever, sir?" 

"If you please, Nanny, and the best that Treowen can 
giv^." 

Mrs. Price wrung her apron together, flung a glance, 
half scared, half indignant at her master and went awaj, 
muttering to herself. David stood by the hearth, staring 
after her, with dilated nostrils. A minute ago he had 
been endeavoring to reason himself out of the folly bom 
of a wild dream ; now, the first opposition had revealed to 
himself the existence within him of a set resolve. There 
was going to be trouble with Nanny, that was evident 
Well, it must be faced. . . . As if she had not been taken 
in out of charity herself — there was the rub, of course: 
to have to do service for some one who could no longer 
command it. What a base world it was . . . even old 
Nanny ! What hope, indeed, was there for the poor child 
with her strange beauty and her pride, cast adrift upon 
its mercies? 

He began to busy himself about the room, ordering it 
to the best of his ability with his single available arm* 
But he was soon forced to sit down, exhausted and in 
pain. Wiping the perspiration from his forehead, he 
looked forlornly and discontentedly round. The place, 
all at once, had a desolate air to his eyes. Nanny must 
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be getting too old, and Madlen was too young and care- 
less. It had never struck him before how much required 
seeing to. The window-seat was not dusted ; the curtains 
were hanging off the rings in two or three places. He 
was shocked, too, to notice how faded the red velvet of 
these curtains had become in the course of years — almost 
pale violet in patches. The hand of a mistress, the eye 
of a mistress ... they were sadly wanted at Treowen. 
• • • He hoped the doctor would not fail to come this 
morning. His arm had begun to hurt him very much — 
he must have wrenched it just now, shifting the table. 
If, indeed, Peggy's impossible scheme came off to-day, 
if he could venture upon a word of his thoughts to Vivi- 
anne, he would like to be fairly easy, not to look too much 
of a cripple. Whatever happened, he trusted the doctor 
would not delay till the afternoon, as had been the case 
once or twice of late — ^this would be embarrassing, hu- 
miliating. • • • 

The morning passed, however ; the doctor did not come. 
The pain in his arm increased. 

Peggy arrived, chattering and laughing in a way that 
reminded David of those bright days before the war. He 
did not notice, manlike, that the very energy of the girl's 
cheerfulness sprang from a valiant effort. She came in, 
hunting Boulotte before her, to the ecstatic joy of that 
small person. Vivianne, following, had a faint smile upon 
her lips. For the first time David saw her smile. It was 
not radiant, hopeful, as in his dream ; it was fatigued in 
its sweetness, inexpressibly pathetic, he thought. 

She did not draw her hand from his, but let him lead 
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her to the big chair near the hearth. It seemed to him 
as if she had reached a point where she could struggle 
no more, and that the sense of relaxation had brought a 
kind of serenity with it. 

**0h !" cried Miss Morgan excitedly, ^Sirhat an adorable 
tea-table! Such cups — Spode! I've never seen ydlow 
Spode before. JVon, Boulotte ! C^est pas pour Boulotte. 
David, may she have a pear? Tiens, Boulotte^ la beUe 
poire! Oh, David, I've never had pears for tea before. 
It's just too — ^have you got the kettle there? No? Fll 
go and get it. I say, Nanny's just a leetle, leetle — shall 
we mention the word? — cross. She called me Miss Mor- 
gan, and said the doctor might come at any moment. 
You do look rather pale, David. I hope there's nothing 
wrong." 

Not at all. Not in the least, David assured her. He 
was so well, on the contrary, that the doctor did not mind 
now how late he came. 

*Well, I'm off for the kettle." 

She was halfway to the door when David arrested her 
with a curious look. 

**Don't go— yet." 

Peggy reddened and looked confused, and fell upon 
Boulotte, exclaiming over the result of pear-juice, and 
tried to wipe her clean with her handkerchief. Boulotte 
wriggled from her grasp and landed up against Vivi- 
anne's feet, which she presently began to examine with 
much interest and then to stroke. 

A very solemn Nanny, followed by Madlen — ^purple 
with holding her breath after some mysterious code of 
etiquette — ^in charge of a tray of hot cakes entered the 
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room. Under cover of the cheerful riot Peggy now made 
over to the tea-table ; David lost himself in the contempla- 
tion of the picture by his hearth. 

Vivianne, her slender body relaxed in the high-backed 
armchair, each pale hand drooping over the carved lion's 
head, had more than ever an air apart. The two plaits 
of deep-red hair fell across her shoulders, her narrow, 
delicate face in between, and the long throat showed ivory 
pale with a chiseled purity of line. Her shadowed eyelids 
were cast down, the faint smile still hovered on her lips. 
She seemed to be contemplating the child at her feet 
gently, yet as from an infinite distance. David was 
minded of some sculptured saint in her shrine, some ala- 
baster lady prone upon her tomb. He felt her extraordi- 
Qarily remote from his own world, even from his century ; 
the faint, strange fragrance which hung about her placed 
her still more elusively away in an atmosphere of her own. 
Born of a race, bred in a creed and traditions, moved by 
thoughts and feelings alien to his own as she was, there 
WAS no single link between them — save that of misfor- 
tune. The workings of her mind were as inscrutable to 
fiim as the movements of her heart. Yet, mystery of 
3[ian's nature, he loved her ! 

As he stood, silently encompassing her with his eyes, 
lie determined to have her for his wife, or never any one. 
Fhis man of the Welsh hills, who, save for three fantastic, 
bloodstained battle weeks, had known no land but his own ; 
Bvhose outlook was profoundly insular; whose energies 
lad been centered in the elementary interests of existence, 
^nd this girl of mixed patrician blood ; this exile with 
^er singular, cruel story, who had come like the maiden 
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of far legend, wandering from one day to anotheri into 
his house, silent, stricken, scornful and aloof — it was 
surely a strange conjunction! 

He knew it was madness, but he felt it was fate. 

The child at Vivianne's feet climbed till the fat hands 
clung to her knees, and, staring up at the pale face, be- 
gan to murmur, in a chuckling, cooing voice: 

**La belle dame — ofc, la beUe dameP* 

Vivianne neither moved nor spoke. David longed, with 
an unreasonable superstitious desire, that she would stoop 
and take the little creature into her arms. But, as if she 
had been, indeed, the sculptured saint of his fancy, she 
seemed neither to hear nor feel, but continued looking 
down, the faint smile unchanging on her lips. He had a 
sinking of the heart. Absurd as it was, he was saying to 
himself: This is an augury. This is how it will be with 
me and my love. 

Peggy's high, clear voice interrupted the disturlnng 
self-colloquy: 

"Now, David, you must sit down. There's not the least 
use trying to do the polite with one left arm. And it's 
woman's privilege to minister to the wounded. Vivianne, 
if you let the brat crawl all over you like that she'll have 
you a perfect mess with pear- juice. Tient, Botdotte, 
attraper* 

She threw a sweet cake to distract the small Wallooa 
from her inconvenient attitude of adoration. Boulotte 
made a dart for the dainty, and snatched it with a chucUe 
of such unctuous content that Peggy called out in amuse- 
ment. 
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Vivianne suddenly broke into laughter, too — then it 
was to David as if the sun had shone into his dim, shad- 
owy room. It had scarcely seemed to him as if she could 
laugh. Color and life bloomed in her face with that flash 
of innocent mirth. David forgot the suffering in his arm, 
or, rather, it was, as in his dream, as if pain were only 
stimulant to joy. 

The meal, begun upon this note of cheerfulness, went on 
in the gathering silence. Boulotte was exclusively en- 
gaged upon her cake. It seemed more natural for Vivi- 
anne to hold her peace than to speak ; a look, an upward 
quiver of the lip, a gesture of slow acceptance from the 
pale hand: where she was concerned it was answer enough. 
David was away in his dream. There is that stage when 
a lover's absorption makes him blind and deaf and dumb 
to all about him except the one being. Nanny and her 
satellite had long departed. They had lit the candles in 
the old tarnished silver candelabra, placed a reading- 
lamp on a small table at David's elbow, and drawn the 
heavy velvet curtains. The lofty paneled room might be 
said to be less illuminated than revealed in shade. Round 
the hearth the circle was caught in the glow, and here 
and there gleams of polished oak gave back the crocus 
candle flames that bowed and winked occasionally as little 
drafts flitted through. 

Peggy had essayed, single-voiced, to keep the talk 
going, but soon gave in. She sat, feeling all kinds of 
strange presences about her — ^visions past and present; 
hopes and fears ; her own ever-abiding sorrow ; David and 
Vivianne and the future of Treowen; the spirit of Tre- 
owen itself, that old, old ghost that bad tsvaxc^ W:.^% \5^ 
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her, and yet how distinct a personality! It dwelt spe- 
ciaUy here in this room; it spoke from the oak on the 
walls, from those cut-yelvet curtains which had been new 
in the days of Charles 11., with their wonderful shades of 
faded crimson like the lees of precious wine; — could 
Peggy but have known of the sacrilegious thought which 
David had entertained towards them that very day ! — from 
the faces of long dead Owens out of the tarnished gold 
frames; from the old chairs that had once borne their 
weight; from the hearth where they had warmed them- 
selves and gathered close. 

Her own ghost was here, too: the poor little gay ^ost 
of Johnny's sweetheart. Peggy felt as if it were a being 
distinct from herself and was dreadfully sorry for it, as 
for a child stricken in its play. But as she found her 
thoughts drifting in this direction, the girl jumped to 
her feet. She had to be brave and strong. It would 
never do to give in to self-condolence just when she had 
such important work on hand for others ; and — she had 
been almost forgetting it. — ^David must be left alone with 
Vivianne. 

Fortunately, the excuse was ready. She had herself 
provided it in the stout little person of Boulotte. 

^'My goodness!" she exclaimed, ^^Nanny will be fit to 
murder me for keeping the child from her proper tea. 
Please, David, let me take her down ; don't ring, the dear 
old thing is cross enough already. ^Indeed, yes, yesP 
Oh, how my darling Johnny used to be with his Welsh!" 
She could not help the break in her voice. David's love 
affair had brought her own poor story too vividly close 
to her. ^^AUonSy oUons, Bo^ilotter' She tried to laugh. 
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"I believe she'd roll any way, whichever side one put her. 
I shan't be long, Vivianne." 

She was near tears, in spite of her valiant laughter, as 
she bundled the child out of the room. 



ABRUPT WOOING6 

AT first David f dt as if he would hate to disturb the 
silence between him and Vivianne. There she sat, 
at his hearth, in the glow of his fire, his unspoken 
]>assion about her: it was so exquisite a moment that he 
feared to break the spell. But urgencies drove him. She 
was in perilous need, in a precarious, abnormal situation; 
from one day to another she might slip out of his life as 
she had entered it, leaving in him an undying regret and 
an immeasurable remorse. For where would she go, poor 
child? . • • And once she was lost, who might find her? 
He got up and came a step or two nearer, and stood look- 
ing at her. Then he began abruptly: 

*Trou have left Penarth?" 

She glanced up at him fugitively and drew into herself. 

«Yes.'' 

The music that his ear hungered for in her voice was 
mute. 

"What are you going to do?** 

"I don't know.'' 

"You do not think of going away from here, I hope?^ 

He was himself speaking with great difficulty, feeling 
intolerably awkward and confused by the knowledge of 
the ardors possessing bim in secret. His arm was throb- 
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Inng — ^there was perhaps fever in his blood as well as in 
liis mind. Once more she lifted her gaze upon him. The 
look stabbed him. These were the eyes of one who an- 
ticipates the blows of fate. 

**I cannot well stay where I am,'* she answered him 
Sifter a pause. He felt she had hesitated whether she 
should answer at all. 

"No, you cannot do that. But if you go, where will 
you go?" 

**I do not know." 

**You have no friends — except here?" 

She questioned him with that darkling gaze again. 

^'P^Sgy IS kind," she said at last. In the firelight her 
face showed set and cold, as it was the first time he had 
Been her. The soft lips took a bitter curve. "But kind- 
Kiess is " She broke off. 

He was not intuitive. Nevertheless, he understood. 

^^Kindness is not enough, you mean," he said, and his 
Voice shook. He wanted to approach her very gently. 
Vvhat he hoped to say to her to-day must be so delicately 
Spoken and with such infinite precaution, lest any fiber 
of her wounded pride should shrink from the touch. But 
Unknown forces were pushing him, passion opened before 
liini like a chasm of glorious fire; he found himself on 
the very edge of it. He clutched the stone of the chim- 
tiey-hood to steady himself. As if some apprehension of 
the storm within him had fallen upon her, she drew back 
a.nd rose. 

**Do not go!" he cried hoarsely. 

*^ut, Peggy '' 

**Peggy does not want you. I do," 
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She had been shrinking away, not so much in fear as 
in distaste, but at these words she came a step nearer 
with a movement of anger. 

'TTou?'' 

'TTes, I — ^I. I know you will think me mad ; I think I 
am mad myself. And yet, after all, why? I have no one, 
you have no one. Look about you, here. Do you not see— - 
Oh, do you not see how my loneliness calls out for you?" 

His eyes were desperately reading her face. He saw 
how it became dyed with crimson, and then grew white; 
how, at one moment, her strange eyes menaced him, how, 
the next, they were cast down; how brooding thought 
succeeded the flash of anger. His heart sprang with an 
intolerable spasm of hope. He did not dare add another 
word, nor even stir, lest, scared like a shy bird, she should j 
be gone from him in a fluttering beat of wings. It was 
she who spoke: 

**Why do you say these things to me? I do not know 
you at all.'* 

The cry that rose to his lips was: ^^Because I love 
you, because you have come into my life and taken pos- 
session of it, because I have held you in my arms in ft 
dream." He forced it back, not so much because of aBj 
reasoned perception that the sudden revealing of his pas- 
sion would be fatal to his hopes, but because of his deep 
respect, his trembling worship of her helpless girlhood. 

**! venture to speak to you,*' he said at last, with a cer- 
tain dignified clearness, ^^because you are alone in the 
world and so am I, and the times are so strange and quic^ 
— ^it is not possible to follow old ways — and I want you ' 
to believe, to undeTstaiid, tiaa.t tliough you know me so 
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little you can trust me. If you would consent to become 
my wife, to make Treowen your home, I think you would 
not regret it. You can trust me." 

He had been looking away, but at the conclusion of his 
words, he turned and fixed full upon her his honest, sad, 
ardent eyes. It was impossible for any one to meet that 
gaze without feeling that indeed here was a man who 
€Otdd be trusted. 

Viyianne stood rapt in profound reflection. Her glance 
passed beyond him, and seemed to be fixing some other 
presence. A curious expression, triumphant, a little 
cruel, passed across her face flittingly, like the shadow 
of a driven cloud. Then, with a slight gesture, she turned 
"to him. 

"I don't know what to think,'* she said, like a child. 

'^Don't think," said David, in a tone so low that it was 
liardly above a whisper, "don't think; trust me." 
. Though there was a great stillness about them which 
"their own voices hardly disturbed, the clamor of their 
tJioughts, the momentousness of the point at issue be* 
^tween them, so absorbed their attention, that sounds of 
c;ommotion outside the room passed unnoticed : the throb- 
ling of a car, the jangle of the ancient door-bell, voices 
echoing in the hall, and footsteps on the stairs. 

Peggy pushed open the door and looked in. 

"Oh, Davy, dear, it's the doctor!" 

David came back from tremendous distances, out of a 
strange world of torture and exultation, and realized 
Uiat there wajs a searing pain in his arm. 

"I'm so sorry," he said, turning to Vivianne with the 
:formal courtesy that his solitary life had developed. 
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' * 

^It Is time for us to go, anyhow,'' said the girL 

Peggy looked from one to the other. The atmosphere 
was charged with emotion she felt ; and yet she could not 
feel sure that things were not going badly. David's face 
was tired and lined, and Vivianne had an air of composed 
detachment for which she could have shaken her. 

"Fm certainly not going," she proclaimed. **I want ta 
know what the doctor says. You look quite ill, David/' 

He admitted, with a faint smile, that his hurt was a 
little troubling to-night, cast a wistful glance at Vivianne^ 
and without any further word went out of the room. 

"Fm certainly not going away," repeated Peggy, with 
an indignant look. 

The other made no reply ; but, returning slowly to the 
armchair by the fire, sat down and fell into a muse, her 
eyes fixed on the leaping flames. Peggy was on tenter- 
hooks; she wanted to ask questions, to know everything 
at once. But she knew enough of Vivianne by this time 
to understand how fatal it would be to betray any knowl- 
edge of David's feelings. Indifferently, she said : 

"I hope you don't mind staying on? I'm really 



anxious." 



"It does not matter at all to me," answered her com- 
panion without moving. 

Peggy bit her thumb-nail in exasperation. She was 
not much advanced, at this rate. She moved to the fire, 
went to the door, opened it and listened, and came back 
to Vivianne. 

"I feel oddly nervous," she said. **I asked the doctor 
how David was, and he said: *Very nicely, thank you, 
indeed^ Miss Morgan!' as if it was his own silly arm I 
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was asking about. Of all things in the world, I hate a 
fool!" 

Then she gave a jump and a little scream, for there 
was a knock at the door ; but it was only old Nanny, 
smoothing her apron in a tremendous state of dudgeon 
and flutter. 

"And indeed I hope you'll forgive me for troubling 
you, Miss Morgan. Indeed, it's but a trouble I am to 
every one in these days, whatever. There's no pleasing 
the doctor, this evening. What between the water not 
being to his liking — ^and indeed at my time of life I ought 
to know when a kettle has boiled, whatever — and the misis- 
ter's arm, no wonder it's got the inflammation with the 
way it's been treated for him, poor gentleman! There, 
there, if they'd but put a bit of ointment on to heal it! 
And it's my fault, it seems, at the end of it all ! It's high 
time the poor old woman was in her grave, I'm thinking. 
I nursed a-many, sore and sick, before Dr. Evans was 
as much as thought of." 

**0h, Nanny, I am sorry! Isn't the arm so well?" 

"How could it be well and it's scalded off him every 
day> you may say, Miss Peggy. Look at the hands on 
me? There's boiled for you! Dr. Evans to be telling me 
*It's no use, my good woman, you can't help here !' Good 
woman! — at my time of life, too! *Ask Miss Morgan,* 
he says, *if she'd oblige me.' " 

**I?" cried Peggy. She had wanted to be a Red Cross 
nurse so ardently; contemplating her broken life she had 
told herself time and again that only by devoting it to 
the service of those who, like her Johnny, had gone forth 
to suffer, could she find any real consolatioii. Itlv^dV^^^ 
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the chief of her grieranoes against her mother that on 
this point she had been adamant; now it was surely tk 
most yexatioos freak of weak-mindedness that she should 
turn sick and tremUing at the mere thought of looking on 
David's wound. How dreadful it would be if she weie to 
faint, and drop the boiling water, or otherwise disgrace 
herself! She stood clenching her hands and setting ha 
teeth, deaf to Nanny's further outpourings, when the 
doctor himself appeared. He came down the passage 
in a great hurry, hurled himself in through the open 
door, and pushed the old woman unceremoniously on one 
side. 

^Miss Morgan, has she not told you? Fm sorry to 
trouble you, but I must have some help. Fm not at all 
satisfied with the state of Mr. Owen's wounds to-day. 
There's certainly been carelessness in the bandaging," he 
broke off. ^^What's the matter. Miss Morgan? I don't 
expect you to help me operate, you know. Ha! ha! ifs 
a mere matter of washing and syringing. But I must 
have everything sterilized; boiling water, just that, and 
some one to hand me. Tut! tut!" He gave her a hard 
stare, clacked his tongue and snapped his fingers impa- 
tiently, and turned sharp on Nanny. 'TTou've got a giri 
in the house with you, haven't you? Tell her to wash 
her hands and come up to me. And quick, too P' 

The motionless figure by the fire stirred and rose. Vivi- 
anne stepped forward. 

"I can help you," she said. 

"You?" The doctor's small, angry eyes apprai 
searchingly. 

"Yes. I know how to dress wounds." 
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''Bo you?'' 

**Yes ; at Ostend I had to help — every one helped ; there 
were so many." 

"Come along, then." 

Vivianne followed the little bustling man, rolling her 
thick plaits of hair out of the way as she went. The doc- 
tor instructed hurriedly as he clattered back along the 
iincarpeted boards of the passages. 
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^1 expect you'U fed more comfortable now," said Dr. 
Evans, with professional benevolence, as he looked down 
at his patient. 

David was sitting in the old tapestry armchair, his 
head flung back against the faded cushion, his eyes closed 
against the glare of the mercilessly unshaded lamp, his 
face very pale. 

**Humph ! a bit faint, I dare say," the doctor went on. 
**You've got a touch of fever again, you know. No won- 
der indeed with your arm in that state. I told you that 
old woman was no use. She's put a dirty bandage on. 
My dear Mr. Owen, Pm not blaming her. You can't ex- 
pect one of her sort to do anything else. I'm sure I'm 

very much obliged to you. Miss — ^Miss ^" Packing his 

bag as he spoke, with characteristic impetuosity, he now 
paused to push the discarded bandages across the table 
toward Vivianne, who stood in her still way at the back of 
David's chair. Asi she did not fill the hiatus. Dr. Evan^ 
promptly compounded with: "Mademoiselle, I'm very 
much obliged, Mademoiselle, and I'd be still more so if 
you'd see all these sterilized yourself and ready by to- 
morrow. By the way, what about to-morrow? I'll be 
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round the first thing; but I can't get you a nurse between 
this and then, Mr. Owen." 

He paused, and once again invited response from his 
unknown helper. This time she gave it. 

**I can come.'* 

"Oh, indeed ; I'd be very much obliged, Pm sure. But 
all the way from Fenarth — ^you're there, aren't you? It 
will make an early start for you, Fm afraid." 

"No, Fm quite close, here." 

"Indeed." 

"Yes, at a cottage. Mrs. Jones's cottage in the vil- 
lage." 

The small, dark man, ready to snap his bag away, 
paused for an amazed stare. Here was a strange visitor 
for Mrs. Jones, a girl who held herself like a princess, 
spoke' as if it were a condescension, and generally looked 
as if the earth were scarce good enough to walk on. He 
was the most intensely professional person that ever prac- 
ticed the healing art; nevertheless, he had not been able 
to avoid noticing the exquisite shape and whiteness of the 
hands which had moved so deftly under his instruction. 
. . . Sad thing, this war! To think of a girl like her 
driven to the shelter of an old dairy-woman's room. . . . 
He rather wondered at the Morgans. Well, well, it was 
no business of his. 

"I'm sure I'm very much obliged," he repeated. "What 
about nine o'clock in the morning — ^would that suit you? 
I could pick you up on my way." ' 

"Thank you, but I will come with my friend. Miss 
Morgan." , 

"Our Miss Morgan, you mean?" 
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We are together at Mrs. Jones," answered Vivianne, 
in the tone that puts a stop to investigation. 

The doctor had not the time to ponder over the new 
problem, for David, who had already stirred uneasily as 
Vivianne first spoke, now made an effort to get up. The 
medical man interfered promptly. 

**Now, now, now, Mr. Owen! Ha, giddy? I thought 
so. We'U be having you falling on that arm if you don't 
take care. Where's that old woman of yours? She'd 
better get you to bed straight off; I'll send her up to 
you. Good evening, Mr. Owen. Please remember that 
a man who has had four Maxim bullets in one arm has to 
take things carefully. Are you coming down. Made- 
moiselle?" 

**No, not yet," said David. Then he added, in a kind 
of whisper, turning his head to look up at her: ^^I must 
speak with you." 

Dr. Evans passed his hand over his scrubby black 
beard, cast a whimsical glance from patient to nurse, 
looked at his watch, gave an ejaculation of dismay, and 
caught up his bag. Then, bowing hurriedly, he rushed 
out of the room, leaving the door open behind him. 

Vivianne came round to the front of David's chair and 
stood before him. For a moment there was no sound in 
the room but his panting breath. At last he said : 

'^It's impossible! You cannot do this, for me again." 

**Why not?" 

Once more there was a pause. David put his hand to 
his eyes, but it trembled so helplessly tlu^he let it falL 
Then he said, speaking with difficulty: 
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*T. know I am nothing but a wounded man to you, but 
I ** As he could get no further, she prompted: 

**You?'> 

**I could not bear it — ^not again, unless ^ 

The long, long pause was weighted with meaning, with 
ex{)ectation. 

Yivianne made a gesture at length, like one casting 
away a burden. She bent her head, and briefly: 

^^Have it so, then,'' she said. 

^^ivianne !" He caught at the beautiful hand that had 
tended him, checked the passion of his first movement, 
and laid only a venerating touch upon her. ^^Don't play 
with me! Do you mean it?'* 

**Since I am wanted here.'* 

She drew her hand from his, but the smile had come 
back to her lips. He saw it as through circles of fire. 
He gave a long sigh. She went round to the table and 
gathered the bandages together, dropped them into the 
basin and, lifting it under one arm, moved towards the 
door. He followed her with a yearning, feverish gaze; 
he could not trust himself to utter another word. On the 
threshold she paused and looked back. 

**I shall be here to-morrow morning. I hope you will 
sleep well. Good night!" 
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THE attic room In Mrs. Jones's cottage, which she 
occasionally let in the summer season to anglers, 
or artists, or respectable joimg couples from 
Newport or Cardiff, was almost entirely jBlled up by a 
large four-poster — a relic of ancient family prosperity. 
Her great-grandmother had herself collected the goose- 
down that swelled the billowy feather-bed which was Mrs. 
Jones's pride. Round it short curtains of faded Indian 
chintz still hung, carefully mended, between the walnut 
posts. The rest of the room consisted chiefly of sloping 
ceiling, the wall space was inconspicuous; indeed, to ob- 
tain a view out of the little dormer window, it was almost 
necessary to kneel upon the boards. But the view was 
worth the trouble ; for the gray and silver waters of the 
Usk raced within a stone's throw of the back garden, and, 
beyond, the fertile valley reached to the embrace of the 

hills. 

It was a dark, clotid-<;overed night as the two girls 
came up the breakneck ladder stairs to seek their un- 
usual quarters. There was no fireplace in the attic, and 
Mrs. Jones had taken the precaution of closing the case- 
ment with great care; though, as she had explained to 
her self-invited tenants : **You won't find the room cold. 
Miss Margaret, my dear, nor you. Miss, indeed^ by reaaon. 
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of the kitchen chimney; and Fye put two bottles in the 
bed, Miss Margaret — ^ginger-beer bottles. Miss Margaret, 
bach. Not the grand bags you're accustomed to, what- 
ever, but there's warm theyHl be, and keep the heat in 
wonderful." 

**Gracious-to-goodness," cried Peggy, as she latched 
the matchwood door behind them, '^there's stuffy we are, 
anyhow! Phew!" She put down the huge tin candle- 
stick, proceeded to open the window, and remained sitting 
down on her heels, breathing in the cold pure air. ^Ah! 
that's good!" she sighed. 

The grave voice of the river poured into the room. 
Miss Morgan was in high spirits. In spite of the sorrow 
that had unnaturally stricken her youth, it was impos- 
sible for any one still so much of a child not to be stima- 
lated by the escapade into which she had plunged. The 
odd tiny room; the droll aspect of her luxurious quilted 
satin dressing-gown over the bristling horse-hair arm- 
chair, of her ivory hair-brushes spread out on the lop- 
sided chest of drawers ; the inviting curves of the feather- 
bed; the single tallow candle flame leaping and flickering 
fantastically in the draft — ^it was all as good as a game 
to her — ^something delightfully outside real life. 

Although her companion had been uncommunicative, 
Peggy had been able to form a shrewd guess that things 
were tending at least towards her wishes. She had not 
seen David again before leaving; but she could only con- 
gratulate herself on the result of her own unexpected fit 
of nerves, when Dr. Evans informed her, on his way out, 
that her friend, mademoiselle, was a capital nurse, that 
she had promised to return the next morning, and that 
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he would ask nothing better, indeed, to help Mr. Owen 
through. 

Yivianne looked round the little room that amused 
Peggy so much, as if she saw no difference between it and 
the sumptuous bed-chamber that had sheltered her at 
Penarth. 

**I want to write a letter,*' she said abruptly. "Is that 
your writing-case? May I use it?'* 

"A letter P' Peggy stared. She had never seen Yivi- 
anne put pen to paper in all the days they had been to- 
gether. She knew indeed that the poor child had no one 
left whom she cared about, or who cared about her. With- 
out appearing to notice her friend's surprise, Vivianne 
took up the case and sat down on the comer of her trunk, 
drawing the candlestick close to her hand. 

Lady Celia had sent that trunk — a strategic move 
characteristic of her way of dealing with a di£Scult situa- 
tion — and great had been the work of lugging it up the 
ladder stairs. , 

**You get into bed," said Vivianne, "and try to sleep. 
I don't know how long Fll be." 

Peggy yawned and began making ready to obey. She 
was, now that she came to think of it, overpoweringly 
tired after so wakeful a night and so busy a day. 

As she jumped into the feather-bed she cried out at the 
curious sensation; laughed and declared it was horrible 
but rather nice, and that the ginger-beer bottle was boil- 
ing. Next she wondered how Mrs. Jones ever got out of 
her feather-bed when once she had got into it. 

**One seems to go down and down, Vivianne," she said. 
**Fm sure I shan't ever want to get up again." 
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Ymanne moyed her gaze but not her mind towards the 
bed; her eyes remained fixed, staring. She had not writ- 
ten one word yet; of that Peggy was sure. The little 
matchmaker wondered again, and tried to imagine to 
whom the letter could possibly be written; but she was 
too sleepy to tackle any problem, and soon was dropping 
off into forgetfulness. Twice she woke up, under the sense 
of her unusual surroundings and the fidgety expectation 
of Yivianne's getting in beside her; and each time she 
opened her eyes, blinking at the candle flame, there was 
the bent head over the blank sheet of paper. From pro- 
founder depths of sleep she was startled at last to find her 
friend standing by the bed; she sat strai^t up, with an 
odd sensation that she was wanted. 

"What is it?'' she cried. 

**My letter is written.'* Peggy's eyes, very wide and 
bewildered in her tired face, questioned. Vivianne went 
on : ** You remember the letter, don't you — his letter that 
I gave you to read? This is my answer to it." 

"Oh, Vivianne !" 

"You may read it if you like." 

Peggy looked doubtfully at the envelope as it lay to 
her hand on the check quilt. But Vivianne, with great 
deliberation, took up the tin candlestick and held the 
light. 

"Now you can see," she said. 

Peggy obediently lifted the envelope. 



Prince Ladislas OBUSNSXiy 

Palazzo Goldoni, 

Venice. 
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That was the address written on it. She was wide 
awake now; her fingers trembled as she drew out the 
sheet; she had not the vaguest idea of what she would 
find written thereon. It was in French and very short. 

Mt deak Cousnr Ladislas^— ^ince you are kind enoagU 
to express some further interest in what concerns me, I 
write to inform jon that I am about to marrj. My future 
husband is Mr. Owen^ of Treowen. He is of ancient fam- 
ily, and has an estate near where I am now living. He 
has returned wounded from Belgium, where he has been 
fighting for my country. Our marriage will take place 
very shortly. I trust, my dear cousin, that you will find 
as much pleasure in my happiness as you had sympathy 
for my misfortune. 

Believe always in my good memories of you, 

ViVIANNB DE FlESSELLBS. 

"Oh, darling !" cried Peggy. Further she did not know 
what to say. The success of her own plan almost f right' 
ened her. How could she wish Vivianne joy over that 
letter, and all the bitterness she knew it was meant to 
carry? 

Vivianne put down the candle and restored the sheet to 
its envelope, which she very delicately closed. 

^TTou go to sleep again," she said. **Fm coming to 
bed at once. No, don't talk to me. It's all right; I just 
wanted you to know. I had rather you did not say any- 
thing. What is there to say? The past is past, the fu- 
ture no one can know." 

But when in her turn Vivianne had climbed into tha 
great feather-bed, and the candle was blown out, and they 
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lay side by side in the darkness, listening to the vast 
chant of the river, Peggy felt she could not bear the 
silence any more ; she sat up suddenly and flung her warm 
young arms round her friend. 

"Oh, I do pray you'll be happy ! Oh, Yivianne ! it's all 
I want now, that you should be happy, you and David, 
in my old Treowen. Oh, he is good, Vivianne! You 
will have to love him P* 

"I don't know. I think love is dead." 

"You'll be kind to him ; he has been so unhappy." 

"Ah ! so have I ; but that is dead, too." 

"Oh, darling, I know, I know !" 

^^SS7 hugged and kissed her with tears. And then 
Yivianne suddenly broke and began to cry too, and for 
the first time kissed Peggy back as if her heart were in 
her kiss. And as she sobbed, she said: 

"Three months ago my sister and I were like this, to- 
gether, at FlesseUes. Once I had a sister." 

Clasping each other, in the midst of their tears, they 
fell asleep. 
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MEETING THE INEVITABLE HALF-WAY 

THE two Belgian ladies having gone up to London 
for the day, their hostess profited by their ab- 
sence to pounce upon her neighbor, Lady Caer- 
leon, and carry her off to lunch at Penarth. In pur- 
suance of a certain settled plan, she had herself ma- 
neuvered and successfully encompassed these separate ar- 
rangements. Grace Caerleon, and through her. Lord 
f enpergan, the greatest gossip of the county, should be 
first made aware of this runaway whimsey of Peggy's 
through the medium of Peggy's mother; and from the 
point of view Peggy's mother had decided it should be 
regarded. 

"You won't mind comin' with me to see my little girl, 
dawlin'? No, she's not here; that's the reason I wanted 
3rou. I'm quite alone. My poor Belgians have gone up 
to London ; they're shoppin'. I told them it would be so 
dreadfully crowded later on. The children are gone too. 
>fice children, aren't they? I said to Madame de Tirle- 
luont there wasn't a bit of good in tryin' to get them 
their clothes in Gwent-Town. No, dawlin', Peggy's not 
^one up with them. Haven't I told you? I want you to 
oome with me to see her after lunch. You can't have been 
listenin'. Peggy's gone to Bwlchlin." "Lad^ C^je^^w^. 
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lifted her long dark lashes to stare in mild surprise. ^^Yes, 
dawlin'. Poor little Peggy; she's a perfect angel! Do 
you remember that pale, silent girl- -the other Belgian? 
You must remember her. She fainted the night you were 
playin' the piano.'* Vivianne. 

**Indeed, yes. Unhappy child ! y^ you and David, 
called her. Madame de Tirlemo il Vivianne! You 
things! One's heart bleeds!" said 
cally. y% 

She was plucking muscatel grape/j^<» -Wr^^/^tidious fin- 
gers. She was not really interestc P^ggy> or the 
Belgians, or the fainting girl and /bat had happened 
to her just at this moment. She wanted to talk about 
her husband first — about his last letter to her, and how, 
thank God! fighting was slacking off a bit, and she felt 
she could almost draw a breath. She would have liked 
to flow placidly on, describing in minute detail aU her 
emotions from the first moment of his departure till the 
present hour, with incidental commentaries on his gal- 
lantry and her determination to be worthy of him. But, 
as Lady Celia had the stronger will of the two, it was 
Lady Celia who spoke and her companion had to listen. 

"Yes, one's heart bleeds ; and the worst of it is one's so 
helpless. My dear, I was the first to see it. The poor 
girl has got into such a state of nerves ! And no wonder! 
She simply couldn't bear the life with us, seein' so many 
people, havin' to come down to meals and meet strangers, 
and the little Belgians always laughin' and chatterin' and 
goin' on. They drive me wild sometimes. No wonder 
any one so miserable as Vivianne was quite distraught 
Well, dawlin', I saw it 'wa^ ^kSJmv' her. I thought of 
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sendin' her to a nipe qjLiiet convent. But my Kttle Teggj, 
she's got such a goWen heart !" Lady CeKa's eyes misted. 
**She would have it-^he must go away with Vivianne her- 
self, just for a little bit. And, of course," said Lady 
CeV roll' '^id amber gaze in a convincing man- 

?gj S^ ^o * convent. Her fawther 
MEETING ^i i I didn't like the child to be out of 

lays, dawlin', one doesn't feel as if 

r ■ ^HE two Belr'-s one? Oh, dear, fancy my sayin' 

that to y6u^*hp da >6Aned across the table, and pressed 

her guest's han.i r Then she went on very quickly; she 

must finish the taife/ /ef ore Grace Caerleon was launched : 

"So I've let them go to dear old Mrs. Jones, at 
Bwlchlin, an old servant, you know. She's got a dawlin' 
little cottage. They're doin' the simple life. I think it's 
a splendid idea. They'll be only too glad to get back 
here in a week or so. I'm goin' to take Peggy a basket- 
ful of things. So you won't mind motorin' there, will 
you, dear? You'll love old Mrs. Jones's cottage." 

**I'm sure I shall," murmured the polite Grace, **and 
seeing Peggy, too. You will allow me to stop at the post 
office. I've a little packet to send to Caer — ^poor fellow ! 
— ^just peppermint lozenges and cinnamon tabloids. Pep- 
permints ! Itx just came to me like that — a kind of in- 
spiration. Isn't it strange? It seems it's the very thing 
they like. It warms them up, you know, in those dreadful 
trenches. And the cinnamon is the best remedy against 
germs." 

Lady Celia did not now trouble to stem the tide of 
words. She had issued her own commtuniquS, 

By the time they had finished their coffee^ Lad^ C%ft.T- 
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leon had also happily concluded the minute catalogue 
of the parcels she had sent to the front ever since Caer- 
leon's departure. She was therefore amenable to the 
suggestion of an immediate start for Bwlchlin. 

^^Fm rather anxious,'' Lady Celia remarked, ^ot to 
be out too late these dark days/' 

What she was really anxious about was to fix upon the 
exact hour when the two girls were likely to be found. 
And the cottage dinner-time seemed to be the most op- 
portune. Lady Celia knew very well that explanations 
are the worst of all remedies, that the only way to stop 
the spread of gossip is to provide an ocular demonstra- 
tion to independent witnesses. Grace Caerleon was likely 
to be agreeably impressed by the little picture of Peggy's 
devotion to the unhappy exile, set as it was in the engag- 
ing surroundings of Mrs. Jones's cottage. It would pro- 
vide a touchtng tale for Grace to melt over during the 
next few weeks, when every one had heard about Lord 
Caerleon's last package of comforts — and Lord Penper- 
gan would be much interested, and talk about it all round 
the county. 

^^It is so nice," said Lady Celia, as she settled herself 
comfortably amid the cushions of the big blue motor-car, 
"to be only two to drive about again ! Tell him to go to 
Mrs. Jones's cottage, Charles, at Bwlchlin. Oh, wait a 
moment! Have you got the hamper from the still-room? 
That's right. I'm in a hurry. You need never be afraid 
with me, Grace. Saunders drives most carefully. What 
was I sayin', dear? Oh, yes, of course, one is only too 
glad to do anythin' one can for the poor Belgians, but it 
is a little tryin' to be always three in the car. One of 
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them has to sit back. It's so uncomfortable. Makes one 
feel as if one oughtn't to let them. And I do hate a pair 
of knees stickin' into me." 

Lady Caerleon's gray eyes were dreamily fixed on the 
flying landscape. 

"How cold it looks !" she murmured. "I wonder if they 
have the same kind of weather over there. Caer said not 
to send him a fur waistcoat. But I'm not sure. I beg 
your pardon, you were saying something?" 

Lady Celia impatiently drew the wolf-skin rug higher 
on her knees. Grace was a dear thing, but just a little 
irritating. 

"My Peggy has been such a little angel, goin' every day 
to see the poor wounded." It was imperative to bring 
Grace's wandering mind to Peggy and her concerns. 

The two tall ladies in their fur coats in Mrs. Jones's 
kitchen reminded Peggy of the days when she used to try 
and fit her large dolls into the rooms of her doll's house. 
Mrs. Jones, who really thought the world was becoming 
a very strange place, could scarcely speak for curtseys. 

"Gracious-to-goodness, my lady; goodness-to-gracious. 
Lady Caerleon. If I'd known your ladyships were com- 
ingJ— " 

She had only one armchair, poor old dame ! It was a 
terrible problem in etiquette. Lady Celia instantly solved 
it by sweeping into the sieat herself, ejaculating pur- 
ringly: "How nice — ^how nice!" as the warmth of the 
hearth enveloped her. 

She had caught Peggy by the waist, and was holding 
her close. Vivianne silently advanced her own chair for 
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Lady Caerleon, and Mrs. Jones tried to reestablish equi- 
librium by polishing it with her apron. 

^^Oh, I hope," said Lady Caerleon in her tender voice, 
seizing the girl's hand, ^^I hope you are better since you 
came here! I think it is such a lovely idea to try and 
find peace in this simple home. I envy you. Fd like to 
hide myself away, too, in some secret place — ^yes, just like 
this — ^until my Caerleon comes back. My husband's at 
the front, you know." 

Lady Celia bent forward. 

^^I think it's uncommonly snug here; I quite envy you 
children," she remarked. ^I haven't been warm this 
month till now. Fm sure, Mrs. Jones" — she smiled radi- 
antly at the ez-dairy-woman, whose flushed countenance 
still betokened considerable agitation-— ^^you're makin' 
them as comfortable as comfortable. Peggy, dawlin', 
I've brought you some cake and jam, dawlin', and a 
basket of grapes. You can take some of the grapes to 
the hospital, you and Vivianne. Have you been visitin' 
the wounded to-day? I told them to be sure the little car 
was brought over to you the first thin' in the momin'." 

^^Fm keeping it at the Treowen Arms, thank you, 
mother," said Peggy. She had a defiant, sparkling ex- 
citement in her whole air. **We haven't been to see any 
other wounded to-day, except David." She glanced at 
Vivianne across the kitchen: it was all filled with the glow 
from the hearth — even Vivianne's colorless face caught 
the reflection. 

"David?" echoed Lady CeUa. She, too, glanced at 
Vivianne, and then tried to scrutinize her daughter's coun- 
tenance. "What were you doin' there?" 
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"David's arm got dreadfully bad, and Vivianne helped 
the doctor; she's quite a good nurse. She went back to 
help again this morning." 

"Oh, did she?'' said Lady Celia. 

Peggy slipped off the arm of the chair. Her mother's 
tone and look made her temper flare. She had by no 
means forgiven the convent scheme. 

**Yes, mother. And they're going to be married as 
soon as possible. Yes ; I mean David and Vivianne. And 
I'm deUghted." 

For some inexplicable reason Lady Celia felt furious. 
Grace Caerleon covered the threatened awkwardness of 
the situation by a burst of feeling. 

**0h, how beautiful!" she said. Rising, she took Vivi- 
anne into her arms. "You two, drawn to each other by 
sorrow, as it were, finding your life happiness out of 
grief itself! Isn't it wonderful! Isn't it God's good 
way! That night you fainted, I cannot say how pro- 
foundly I was affected. You looked, I thought, like a 
lily struck down by the storm." 

Vivianne withdrew from the clinging touch. The move- 
ment was so subtle that Lady Caerleon, absorbed in the 
pathos of her own rhetoric, failed to notice it. Still 
retaining the girl's hand, she continued: 

"God's ways are not our ways. He was only trans- 
planting His flower to its allotted garden, where it will 
blossom and cast fragrance." 

Lady Celia felt that she could not stand this. 

"You're awfully poetic, Grace dawlin', but you must 
admit that God has been employin' an odd set of garden- 
ers. I myself think that all Germans are possessed with 
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devilfl. I keep consolin' myself with that bit out of St. 
Matthew — ^you remember — ^the legion entered into the 
swine, and they ran down a steep place." 

Lady Caerleon had a vague smile for her friend's earth- 
iness. 

^^Ah ! Celia, that's what just makes everything so beau- 
tiful, that good may come out of evil. As for this dear 
child" — ^her fondling grasp of the inert hand was pos- 
sessive — ^**I want, Oh, I want to have her with me ! I want 
to have her at Penpergan. She shall be married in the 
little chapel in the vale. You know, Celia, it now belongs 
once more to the Ancient Faith. It is so wonderful and 
mysterious, and there are such exquisite legends about it: 
How St. Brigid brought the foundation stone in her cloak. 
She was carried across from Ireland in a mystic boat. 
... St. Bride, some people call her. Oh, I must have 
her matried there ! St. Bride — ^that seems so right, some- 
how, so meant! We've got a most wonderful old priest; 
he's quite medieval. I sometimes wish I had been born 
in your religion, dear Vivianne. I think it would have 
suited me. I am, at heart, a mystic, you see. I seem to 
understand it all. You will come to me, dear child; it 
would make me so happy." 

There was a pause. Peggy glanced expectantly at 
Vivianne, and then interposed hesitatingly: 

^^Oh, but she can't; I'm afraid. She's looking after 
David's arm. Doctor Evans settled not to get a nurse. 
She can't fail him now." 

"Ah, she need not!" Lady Caerleon tenderly assured. 
"Dear little Peggy, how little you know me, if you think 
for a moment I should want her to give up her womanly 
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work of love and mercy ! She can motor over from Pen- 
pergan every morning, of course. I'll see that the car is 
at her disposal." 

"I'd come and fetch her," said Peggy doubtfully. 
Every one knew that Lady Penpergan was not amen- 
able to household disorganization, and that her daughter- 
in-law, from her post in the clouds, was given to ignoring 
the fact, and plunging into efFusive promises which had 
generally to be recalled, in exquisite language, by post 
next day. Perhaps Lady Caerleon had already had a 
slight misgiving on the subject herself, for her counte- 
nance became illuminated. 

"But you must come and stay too! That will make 
everything all right. I couldn't dream of separating 
you two friends. Friendship is such a gift of God, and 
I know, Peggy, how sacredly you have taken its respon- 
sibilities to heart. So now it's all settled, is it not, dear 
Kly bride?" 

Vivianne answered at last, with a cold gratitude : 
"Thank you very much. Perhaps it would be best." 
Lady Celia sat reflecting on the situation; her hand- 
some face wore its most discontented expression, but she 
was too shrewd not to perceive the advantage that lay 
in the unexpected invitation. There could be no more 
complete refutal of any nonsense that ipight get about, 
on the score of Peggy's coup de fete — ^not to speak of 
the scandal of a girl of Vivianne's age assiuning the duties 
of a nurse to a man of David's — than that the two girls 
should go straight to Penpergan Vale from Mrs. Jones's 
cottage. Old Lady Penpergan, invalid as she was, ruled 
in unchallenged supremacy over the opinion of the county. 
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And if the whole of what Lady Celia characterized as 
^Hhe absurd business" took place under the ultra-proper 
shadow of that middle-Victorian wing, no one could fling 
the smallest pebble at Peggy or Peggy's friend. 

So, though Lady Celia said plaintively, ^^ou know, 
Grace, you're really robbin' me," she meant the remark 
to be taken as settling the matter. 

^^Oh, dear Celia, you must let me help! You can't 
grudge me my mite; you've done so much already. To- 
morrow, then, dear children, VU send for you. My Caer 
will be so interested ! The dear fellow is so romantic ; all 
true soldiers are romantic! In my letter to-night — ^I 
write to him twice a day — I shall have this pretty story 
to tell him." 

Lady Celia got up. 

"Yes, dawlin', it's charmin', and I feel quite happy 
about both these ridiculous children. But we must go 
home now." 

Here, however, village etiquette once more reared a 
scared head. Poor old Mrs. Jones, who, as was only 
natural, could no more understand what was passing 
under her roof than if the proceedings had been con- 
ducted in a foreign language, had been standing apart, 
plaiting the fringe of her shawl and looking with inno- 
cent, faded blue eyes from one to the other. As Lady 
Celia rose, however, she advanced, trembling on the verge 
of hurt feelings. She trusted, indeed, their ladyships 
would forgive her boldness, whatever, and accept of a cup 
of tea. 

Lady Celia's inner disapproval deepened. She wished 
more heartily than ever that war, Grerman atrocities, 
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refugees and broken hearts had not been thrust upon her 
placid existence. Mrs. Jones's tea was sure to disagree 
with her, and the sense of outrage alt the thought of 
Vivianne marrying David was the more intolerable be- 
cause she was quite conscious of its unreason. But she 
could not offend the guiltless and obliging ex-dairj- 
woman; neither could she continue to avoid congratu- 
lating the bride. 

**0h, that is kind!'* she said hopelessly. *Tm sure, 
Mrs. Jones, we are all very much obliged to you. It is 
very good of you to let us take possession of your pretty 
house like this. A cup of tea would be nice and warmin', 
wouldn't it, Grace?" 

Having started the gratified old woman into a tremu- 
lous bustle, she sat down again and addressed Vivianne: 

**My dear, I feel quite bewildered. If Peggy isn't 
pullin' my leg, or somethin', I'm sure I hope you'll be very 
happy." She choked down the sarcastic comment that 
rose to her lips: **I can't say you look it," and con- 
cluded, with an effort, **You ought to be; David is a 
good man. Of course, you can count on me to help you 
in every possible way." 

"Thank you, madame," answered Vivianne. 

Lady Celia was glad to turn away from the inscrutable 
eyes and the reproach they vaguely stirred in her, to de- 
vote herself even to Mrs. Jones's tea. But she was in so 
frankly bad a humor, as she drove home through the 
sleet, that Lady Caerleon uttered at last a faint remon- 
strance : 

**Celia dear, you don't seem yourself." 

**0h, I know I'm not nice. I shan't be nice for some 
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time either. I'm afraid I haven't been nice for two days." 
Her soft drawl gave a curious languorous emphasis to 
the repeated adjective. **Wait,'' she went on, **wait till 
you've got a daughter, Grace dawlin', and she grows up, 
then you will know how hard life can be." 

**0h, dearest friend, our sweet Peggy!" 

^^I'm miserable about her. Well, I don't mind telling 
you. She and poor little Johnny Owen — such children as 
they were — ^there was a kind of engagement between them. 
I quite wanted it; and now, of course, Peggy thinks ber 
heart is broken." 

Grace Caerleon gave a gentle moan. 

**0h, Celia ! Ah, this war ; it is too cruel !" 

Lady Celia, who certainly was not "nice," instantly 
hastened to interrupt the gush of sympathy by adding: 
"And Mrs. Jones's tea has given me a horrid indigestion." 



XV 



A "WAR MARRIAGE" 



ONE of the curious changes which the great war has 
brought into the usages of English society is the 
rapidity with which people rush into marriage. 
It seems as if, in this uncertain tenure of existence, any 
one who loves at all is eager to take the chance of happi- 
ness, however fleeting, that may well never occur again. 
Many too are, no doubt, driven consciously or uncon- 
sciously by the instinct of all life to perpetuate itself, to 
leave something behind of their own gallant youth and 
strength prematurely and unnaturally doomed to de- 
struction. Every facility is offered by the authorities. 
The *Sfar marriage,'* hastily planned, hastily encom- 
passed, for which the bridegroom has perhaps obtained 
twenty-four hours' leave, or perhaps no leave at all — in 
which case it is the bride who seeks the church nearest 
the camp — ^has become as accepted an incident in the new 
national existence as death on the battlefield. 

Thus David and Vivianne found no obstacle to the 
knotting of their hasty bonds, more especially as Lady 
Caerleon had flung herself into its furtherance with soul- 
ful enthusiasm. 

The little Catholic chapel at Penpergan was a typical 
relic of the old faith. You will flnd a hundred such scat- 
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tered about the Welsh hills and in Ireland, where, mosilj 
in ruins, they stand desolately testifying to an abandoned 
fidelity. A few, these chiefly on great estates, have been 
taken over for the use of the reigning religion ; only here 
and there has one been rededicated to its original inten- 
tion. This was the case with St. Bride at Penpergan. 
In the little stone shrine (carefully restored by the pious 
devotion of a wealthy convert who had dwelt in the neigh- 
borhood and founded a mission) the centuries were once 
more linked together by the unchanging sacrifice; and 
the prayers that St. Brigid herself had perhaps uttered 
before the rude altar hewn by the first hermit monk on 
that very spot, were again daily sent forth, if only b; a 
scanty congregation. 

It was on the eighth of December that was solemnized 
within these haunted walls the most singular ceremony 
they had ever witnessed. Here were made one by solemn 
vows Vivianne de Flesselles — la petite princesse of bygone 
days, now himted, orphaned, destitute and exile — ^and the 
last Owen of Treowen, who had been robbed of his life 
affection, whose life plan had been laid waste and his life- 
long sacrifice made vain by the same fierce stroke of 
fate. 

It was a very quiet service ; one that seemed indeed al- 
most appallingly brief in view of the tremendous issues 
involved; for since David was not of "the faith,'' the 
ceremonial was restricted to the barest formula. 

The congregation was small: Lady Celia ostenta- 
tiously shivering in dark furs, not attempting to conceal 
her private disapproval; Lady Caerleon, beautiful in gray 
velvet and chinchilla, dressed as for a Mayfair wedding 

274 



A ''WAR MARRIAGE'' 



of pre-war days; the two Belgian ladies and their chil- 
dren ; Peggy, white about the lips, red about the cheeks ; 
Lord Penpergan, who gave away the bride and took his 
duty very seriously, not to say nervously ; and Mr. Trevor 
Williams, David's best man, who barely restrained him- 
self from protesting out loud against the madness of the 
whole proceeding — ^these were the only wedding guests. 

A few villagers had straggled in to look on, and were 
huddled, whispering, together at the bottom of the chapeL 
The Comtesse and the Baronne kept up a brisk conversa- 
tion in undertones, interrupting themselves from time to 
time to jerk a sketchy sign of the Cross athwart their 
plump chests, and turn up their eyes in fervent if brief 
supplication. They made a good deal of rustling in shiny 
silks, and were calculated to drive the thought of prayer 
from the most pious. Lady Celia, firmly wedging Peggy 
against a comer of the pew, sat staring straight in front 
of her at the little carved stone altar, which Lady Caer- 
leon had endeavored to render nuptial with masses of 
ariun lilies from the hothouses of Penpergan. ^^So ap- 
propriate," she had averred, "to the lily bride," whom she 
looked upon entirely as her own discovery. Lady Caer- 
leon was, indeed, extremely busy during the ten minutes 
that preceded Vivianne's arrival. She went to and fro a 
dozen times, now sweeping into the sacristy, now pausing 
by David to murmur earnestly in his ear; now, after an 
elaborate genuflexion, shifting the position of a flower 
vase on the altar; with all these activities however, con- 
triving to seem not only calm but almost reposeful. 

David knelt on the chair placed for him, without turn- 
ing his head. Those who had seen him enter had noticed 
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that he looked pale and tired. Behind him Mr. Trevor 
Williams stood rigid with empurpled, contracted visage, 
an embodiment of speechless protest* 

^^So long as she does not fail us at the end P' whispered 
Madame de Tirlemont to her sister. ^^I am not like thee. 
I have always thought the marriage the last absurdity. 
Will she make any one happy, cette Viviannef Ah, no; 
no more than she will let any one make her happy ! But, 
at the last moment, if she were to play us the trick now 
of backing out of the whole thing, I confess I would be 
furious — furious P* 

"And I, then!" returned the other, shrugging her 
shoulders. "Such an opportunity of disposing of her 
and her long face! But she's quite capable of anything. 
What time is it? Ah; is that not the sound of the car? 
Let us hope it is she — let us hopej'* 

They craned their eager faces over their shoulders. 
Into the small chapel, sparsely filled as it was, there 
came the stir which always precedes the entrance of the 
bride. Lady Caerleon rose with her inimitable air of 
serene importance, and sailed down the nave. Peggy 
hurriedly followed. **Je la voisF* triumphantly mur- 
mured the Baronne. And from the porch Lord Penpe^ 
gan's voice could now be heard in a creaky whisper: 
** Which arm do I give her? Grace, which arm do 
I give her?'* His daughter-in-law, with caressing ges- 
tures of gloved hands, put order into the little proces- 
sion. 

"Not too fast, father dear,'* she warned, as Lord Pen- 
pergan, with starting eyes, prepared himself to rush for- 
ward with his charge. 
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**DieUy qu*eUe est paler* said Madame de Tirlemont. 

The children, with round mouths, gave vent to long 
**Oh's ?' under their breath. 

It had naturally been Lady Caerleon's dream to dress 
her "lily bride," as it was fitting, in the traditional robes 
of white. On the other hand, Vivianne had begun by 
declaring that she would be married in her mourning or 
not at all. But her new protectress was not a person to 
be easily or completely defeated, and her clinging per- 
sistency was even more effective than her neighbor Celia's 
high-handed indifference to other people's point of view. 
She had had indeed to modify a part of her program; 
nevertheless she had skilfully compounded. Vivianne had 
been induced to consent to a traveling dress, and to let 
Lady Caerleon choose it. The white cloth, the white 
furs, the fur cap to match, with its two Valkyrie wings 
and long white gauze veil flowing loose, suited the girl's 
strange white beauty as perhaps nothing else would have 
done. 

"She looks like BrimriMlde^** thought the romantic 
lady, and her heart rose with gratified pride. But at her 
next glance, as her protegee advanced up the church, she 
modified the simile, with a pang of pity, ^Xike BriimihUde 
after the betrayal." 

David never turned his head until his bride had reached 
the chair beside him. Then he cast one glance at her and 
looked down. Peggy, standing close to Vivianne, holding 
the huge bunch of lilies which the providence of Grace 
Caerleon had not omitted, felt the emotion of which he 
gave no sign overcome her like a kind af faintness. 

The priest came out with his small acolyte. He was 
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very aged and feeble: the diminutiye mission had be^ 
given him as a rest in which to end his days. With kind, 
dim eyes, he peered at the wounded man, and then at the 
pale, cold bride, and hesitated as if he would have spoken 
a few words of benevolence. But perhaps he felt too old 
and far away, for he merely blessed them with a trembling 
gesture and began the ceremony. 

David had to hold Vivianne with his left hand, and 
to wed her with it. It made him a little awkward and 
slow, and his hand trembled as much as the old priest's— 
not because of weakness, but because of the strength he 
was holding back. And in a minute or so all was over. 
They were blessed again — ^man and wife. The immense 
vow had been spoken: two lives were drawn from their 
own channels and flung into one course. Violent wonder 
of nature and solemn seal of the sacrament, the irrevo- 
cable had been accomplished! 

Lady Celia shuddered and pulled her furs closer about 
her, whispering to Grace Caerleon that a wedding al- 
ways gave her "the cold creeps." But Lady Caerleon, 
her starry eyes wide-fixed, remained absorbed in prayer, 
apparently unaware of the two large picturesque tears 
stealing down her cheeks. 

Very reverently and slowly David paced the length 
of the little .chapel, as if to lead his wife forth was still 
part of the ritual. Vivianne allowed herself to be em- 
braced and kissed in the porch by her well-wishers. She 
even had a smile for Peggy that might have consoled the 
latter's sudden fierce misgivings, had it not been that the 
lips which touched her cheek were so deadly cold. And 
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then the bridal pair entered the car, lent from Penpergan 
to take them straight to Treowen. 

**Why are you crying Peggy?" asked Lady Celia irri- 
tably, as they were whirled along the snowy road back to 
Penarth. 

**I don't know," said Peggy helplessly. "Because of 
David's face, I think; I thought he looked wonderful!" 

**Don't talk nonsense, dawlin'," said her mother. 

But she knew what her child had meant. She also had 
marked the expression of David's countenance as he 
turned it on his bride, and had contrasted it with Vivi- 
anne's inscrutable white face and downcast eyes of 
brooding. 



BOOK III 

OUT OF THE STORM 

For 9udden the worst turns the best to the hrcwe. 

The black minute's at end, 
And the elements^ rage, the fiend-voices that rave 

Shall dwindle, shall blend, 
Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain. 

Then a light, then thy breast, . . . 

— Browning. 



THE WAIF AND THE MASTER 

DAVID took VIvianne's hand, and led her to the 
hearth; released her to fling another couple of 
logs upon the blaze, and then, straightening him- 
self, remained gazing at her. It was only three weeks 
since he had first seen her. This had been his initial im- 
pulse : to bring her into his home, out of the storm like a 
lost lamb into the fold — to rescue, to shelter and cherish 
her. His desire had been accomplished. There she stood, 
her ungloved hand with the new wedding-ring resting 
on the ledge of the stone chimney-hood, beneath the ram- 
pant griffin of the Owen shield. . . .His wife! The 
dream which had haunted him with such persistency had 
seemed no less impossible to his waking vision, and no less 
vivid to his senses than this reality. 

Between them now fell the pause which, like the brood- 
ing lull before the storm, so often presages the greatest 
events of life — ^those events of which the crisis is in the 
soul. He had resolved to marry her because of her utter 
forlomness, because of her stricken youth, of her unnat- 
ural sorrows ; having within his deep heart stores of ample 
compensation, and the tender longing to lavish them upon 
her. She had been robbed of house and lands, of her 
least possessions, even to her very garments. Well, here 
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was the ancient home of his race with which to dower 
her, the moneys he had gathered by his own labor, and 
the wealth still buried in Treowen earth — ^all should be 
hers, to spend as she would ; his mother's gems for her to 
wear, and the long accumulated treasure of his ancestors 
to make life beautiful for her! 

Poor white lamb! Her dam and sister-lamb had not 
escaped from the wolves that had come ravening over the 
jfields ; they had been slain, and bloody mystery was about 
their graves. He was ready to stand to her for every 
affection she had lost — to be father and mother and sister; 
to envelop her with such untiring devotion, such com- 
passionate, watchful, patient, enduring solicitude, that 
not one sore jfiber of her being but would find comfort 
with him. She had fled fro^l hideous conflict; here, he 
had peace for her, and all the loveliness and dignity of 
a great estate. She had been dependent on the charity of 
others; he would make her queen and mistress over all 
his possessions. • • • Thus David had planned ; but there 
was more than this. To the infinite compassion of his 
intention there had been joined the mystery of the first 
passion of his manhood. And that was why be stood 
tongue-tied before her. 

His dream had come back upon him, overwhelming. 
He remembered how, in that dream, he had gone out, 
driven by anguish, to seek Johnny, as a father may seek 
his child ; how, gathering the lost and suffering one to his 
breast, he had suddenly thought himself to be clasping 
Vivianne, and known that he had found love, the greater 
glory dimming the less, all previous agony and joy had 
merged into unimagined ecstasy. And now, here was real- 
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ity and no dream ! Close beside him Vivianne stood . . . 
his wife ! It was his ring that gleamed on the ivory hand 
resting upon the stone beneath the emblem of his race. 
That ring, symbol of sacred and awful vows ! 

During their brief drive homewards there had been 
little but the great silence between them. She had drawn 
away from him ; her gaze had avoided him. Her answers 
to the few gentle words he had spoken to her had been 
brief and hesitating. And — ^his own emotion had been 
too poignant — ^he had not trusted himself beyond the bar- 
riers of reserve. Yet, now, upon his own hearth-stone, 
he seemed less able than ever to break the silence. As 
he looked on her, he acknowledged to himself that she 
was a stranger, that she stood apart. He felt, relent- 
lessly, that her thought wrapped her round, away from 
him. She held herself an alien — ^beautiful, mysterious — 
the woman he loved, his wife — ^but still an alien. What- 
ever language he spoke to her, it would yet be a foreign 
tongue. • • . If he dared upon the language of a lover, of 
a husband, would she understand him? He did not look 
back, he did not regret; but, simple, single-minded, pas- 
sionate-hearted as he was, he was afraid of himself — awe- 
struck at his own audacity. . . . This frail and precious 
thing that had been given to his keeping, how could he as 
much as touch it with his rough hand, lest he shatter it? 

Vivianne moved, straightened herself and, turning from 
the hearth, let her gaze wander round the stately old 
room. 

Peggy had been very busy in the house — a kind of 
fairy with a warm, human heart, she had flitted in and 
out, and superintended all the changes necessary to render 
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Treowen fit for the bride she had brought to it. The 
oak parlor, she had settled, was to be Yivianiie's sitting- 
room till circumstances should make possible the use of 
the drawin^rooms. An immense copper brazier had been 
placed in the window dais, filled with tawny chrysanthe 
mums from Penarth ; and on the writin^table four arum 
lilies, in a tall bronze jar, lifted their pure white caliees 
against the deep background of the paneling. David's 
odds and ends had been cleared into a snuggery down- 
stairs, and a little necessary mending carried out on cur- 
tains and old brocade covers. To have changed in any 
way the character of the room would have been sacrilege 
in Peggy's eyes, but the forlorn, unkempt appearance 
had disappeared under her touch. 

"One is very well here,'* said Vivianne at last. 

She looked at David and gave him that shadowy smile 
which he had first seen on her lips the hour before their 
strange betrothaL His heart was beating so quickly he 
could scarcely answer. 

"If you are content with it, with the poor old house, 
with our simple ways ^* 

The smile widened. 

**I should be hard to please *' 

He did not venture nearer to her yet, nor lift his free 
hand to take hers, but huskily he said: 

"That is all I want." 

"What?'' 

She gave a little laugh, unpinned her winged cap, and 
flung it, with her furs, on the big sofa. He had never 
seen her with such a softened air, and these natural ges- 
tures of the woman in her own home ravished him. The 
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fire had called almost a flush to her pale face; she seemed 
to him divinely young, happy. • • • If he dared to think 
her happy ! 

"What?" she repeated. 

**To please you." 

Then she put out her hand. 

**I think that you are very good to me — ^you and 
Peggy." 

The joining of the two names at such a moment might 
have bade him reflect; but he was past reflection. The 
touch of her hand, her new, lovely graciousness went to 
his head like wine. His untried manhood, that honest 
ardor with which he had been wrestling, tripped and cast 
him in fair fight. He could no more now have held him- 
self back than he could have altered the course of his 
dream : it was the ecstasy of that night vision that rushed 
upon him. He kissed her hand passionately, and then 
flung his left arm about her, crushing her to his breast. 
His lips lost themselves in the scented meshes of her hair. 
She gave a cry like a trapped creature. 

*^Do not touch me !" And with all her young strength 
she flung him from her. 

She had struck against his wounded arm. He reeled 
as the agony stabbed him; but the physical pain was 
nothing to the pain of his wounded heart. Do not touch 
me ! No man could misconceive the true meaning of that 
cry. His touch was horror to her. She revolted from 
his first embrace as from an insult ! 

Panting, she stood, her eyes flaming on him. He put 
his left hand on the table to steady hifiaself . 

**I beg your pardon. I " He paused, bit his lips, 
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summoning all his courage to save his dignity. *^I ought 
to have known,'* he went on more articulately. "It 
has all been too quick. I should have remembered. 
I should have given you time* You are a child. For 
all you have suffered, you know nothing yet of life, 
of — ^he lowered his voice instinctively — ^"of love," he 
said. 

^Xove.*** she echoed. Her anger was still at its height; 
her single instinct was to wound him who had affronted 
her. '^You know nothing of me. It is because I do 
know love P* 

"Vivianne P* 

"Because I do know love !" Her voice rang round the 
old room. "I tell you this — ^if you touch me FU kill my- 
self P* 

"You need not be afraid," said David after a long 
pause. **I never will again." 

He stood a while longer, fixing her, in the profound 
silence, with a stem, mourning gaze. Then, his head 
bent, and swaying a little as he walked, he left her. 

Vivianne remained where she stood, still palpitating 
with that madness of resentment, that suffocating sense 
of outrage. 

With natures of such intensity it is feeling, never rea- 
son, that leads in moments of strong emotion. Vivianne 
had not paused to consider that the man she had flung 
from her was her husband; that the man for whom she 
had proclaimed her love had shown himself cowarid and 
foresworn. Joined to the fierceness of the recoil from 
David's embrace had come an overwhelming memory of 
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past ecstasy. Had she been still Orlenski's happy be- 
trothed she could scarce have felt less violated in pride 
and maidenliness. 

But, as the heat fell from her and her pulses slowed 
down, facts reared themselves relentlessly before her. 
"What have I done!" she said to herself. "My God! 
what have I done?" She had not only repulsed, but in- 
sulted. An hour ago, before God's altar, she had vowed — 
of her own free will she had vowed ! There came a trem- 
bling in her soul. She sank on the sofa, clasping her 
head desperately between both hands. "What have I 
done?" The question rang and rang again in her brain 
like the note of a tolling bell. 

How he had looked at her ! How he had left her! She 
went back over the scene, and once again her whole being 
stormed at the recollection. She felt that, were David's 
love to reach out for her once more, she would strike 
as madly. "What have I done?" The burden returned, 
this time with a new significance. The torrent of fate had 
caught her. What was to become now of her — ^yes, and 
of David? David, who had shown himself devoted, 
thoughtful beyond imagination, generous . . . but yet 
not generous enough. If this was the bargain, she was 
trapped. He had asked her to come to him because of his 
loneliness, his helplessness, his wound, his need of womanly 
care, and he had turned upon her with the passion of a 
lover. She sprang to her feet and looked round wildly, 
seeking an escape. 

David came in, closed the door behind him, and ad- 
vanced in a quiet, natural way, before which her excite- 
ment seemed all at once extraordinarily out of place. 
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There was color on his lean cheeks and his eyes had a ymi 
light she had never seen in them before. 

"I have just a few words to say to you," he began. 
His voice, like his manner, was composed. She looked 
at him without speaking. '^There is one question I must 
put to you. I thought I knew your whole story. I find 
I know nothing. Have you told Peggy?** 

The color raced to her face; her pride leaped to his 
thought. 

^^Everything !'* she cried, and then, deadly pale, sought 
gropingly for support behind her. 

It was his right to drag the truth from her: was she 
to have the agony of it, the humiliation? He cast down 
his eyes, his nostrils dilated with a quick breath. Then 
he spoke again: 

"Since Peggy knows, it is enough — ^I ask nothing. You 
and I have made a mistake,*' he went on. ^^There is no 
need to discuss who is to blame. We are, perhaps, both 
to blame. There is nothing for it now, with either of us, 
but to make the best of it.'* 

"I don't understand," she faltered. He could not 
have shown less emotion if he had been speaking to Nanny. 

"It is not so very difiScult to understand," he answered. 
"I am not going to propose anything desperate" — he 
paused and smiled faintly — "one way or another. You 
and I have taken a solemn vow together — I don't pro- 
pose that we should break that vow." 

"No?" she breathed, trembling. 

"No; nor that we should keep it." 

She drew a long, gasping sigh. Vaguely she appre- 
hended his meaning. 
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'Let me go," she said in a faint voice. "There is 
nothing for me but to go« It is I — ^I who am to blame, 
and '' 

He cut her short. 

"No." 

Eye anid voice dominated her. 

**You owe me that," he said presently in a gentler tone. 
"It is for me to decide. There never has been scandal 
upon Treowen — ^yet." 

Cowering, she hid her face in her hands. He crossed 
the room and pulled the bell-rope. A faint jangle echoed 
from the distant depths of the old house. 

**You will want to go to your room. I think your lug- 
gage has come. Luncheon — ^luncheon ought to be ready 



soon." 



Surprise overcame her. She stole a glance at him; 
he was standing before the hearth, looking, as she thought, 
so perfectly self-controlled, so conlSdent in his own 
strength, that she could hardly believe this was the man 
she had known hitherto. It is true that she had only seen 
David the humble, timid lover. The master had not shown 
himself to her yet: the David who would not be con- 
quered by circiunstance, who was ready to grapple with 
his difficulties, to whom adversity was only stimulus to 
action. He had met misfortune before in this spirit, but 
even .he had never found in himself this iron pride. 

Lady Caerleon and Peggy had exercised their energies 
in helping to provide the modest household demanded by 
the altered conditions. The brand-new parlormaid was 
of Lady Caerleon's engagement. And certainly, if spot- 
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lessness of cap and apron and shining smoothness of dark 
hair were a token of capacity, she might be regarded 
as a triumphant testimony to that lady's discrimination. 
She answered the bell with an alacrity unknown at Tie- 
owen for many a long day, and stood edert and beaming, 
looking interestedly from bride to bridegroom. 

"Take Mrs. Owen to her room, Jessie." 

"Yes, sir." 

"Has the maid arrived?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Send her up to Mrs. Owen when you have shown her 
her room. Vivianne, will you follow Jessie? Here,"— 
he caught the new servant's eye again — ^**you can carry 
that cloak and the furs up with you, too." 

The girl's smile had been slowly wavering. Surprise 
and then doubt and disapproval appeared on her coun- 
tenance. 

"Yes, sir," she said, in an offended voice. **This way, 
ma'am, if you please." 

Jessie had seen a good deal of suburban life, and be 
lieved herself versed in the ways of society. High or low, 
she knew very well, love and happiness are much the same. 
Something was surely gravely wrong between these two. 
Why had the bride such a set, white face, and why did 
the bridegroom depute to another the loving duty of lead- 
ing his young wife through her new home? 



n 

PARTING WAYS 

VrVlANNE stood looking about her with a gaze that 
gradually apprehended. Even in the midst of 
the confusion in her soul it was impossible not 
to be struck with what she saw. In this wonderful old 
room Peggy's hand was no doubt recognizable in a score 
of delicate details — ^but behind Peggy's hand there was 
David's heart; and behind that, again, something that 
perhaps more impressed her — ^David's race ! 

She had taken as an offense from her husband — for 
the man was her husband after all — the first demonstra- 
tion of love. She had had an inarticulate but over- 
powering sense of outrage, an irrational resentment as 
of helplessness abused, as of some monstrous advantage 
taken of her sorrows. Now — ^with that sudden shifting 
of the point of view which succeeds the blindness of 
passion — she saw, not only how little David had to gain 
by his marriage, how ponderously indeed the balance 
weighed on the other side, but also what traditions of 
greatness and honor she had insulted in him. 

She had, perhaps, despite the melancholy dignity of 
all that she had hitherto beheld at Treowen, failed to 
understand in the least the inherent nobility of an old 
landed race, in this country of her exile. In her secret 
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thou^t she had believed herself to be condescending to 
this untitled countryman. A startling conviction of the 
reality thrust itself upon her. Owen of Treowen would 
have been fully the equal of any Flesselles in the days 
of their family greatness. But towards the hunted 
child of misfortune, how did it stand between them? 

She shivered as facts pressed upon her. Out of all 
her attributes, within and without, pride had been the 
only possession left to her; she had clung all the more 
passionately to it. No extremity of destitution would 
ever have driven her to accept David's offer, but she had 
been unable to resist that hidden flattery to her self- 
esteem: that she could still aid; that she was wanted 
somewhere ; that she was able to bestow a favor ; that the 
balance of giving should be on her side. Furthermore, to 
have been able to send that letter to the man who had so 
lightly abandoned her in adversity was an opportunity of 
reprisal it had been scarcely possiUe for any one so young 
to resist. 

Now into what pass had this pride of hers led her? 
How had she placed herself? She had repudiated her 
side of the contract, and he would not even hold her to it! 
She had met a pride greater than her own, and she was 
going to live upon its charity. She had to do so — there 
was no escape; he had commanded it — she owed him 
obedience. Ignorant of life as she was, she realized that 
she would be the last of women were she to refuse 
herself to that single desire. 

These thoughts flashed through her brain, these emo- 
tions seized upon her soul as her eyes roamed about her 
new surroundings. 
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Feggj had chosen for her friend the Queen's Room, so 
called from far distant tradition of some royal visita- 
tion. It was the room Johnny and she had joked about 
on that bygone spring day, and that he and she had 
innocently determined should be hers when she became 
the bride of Treowen. It had cost her a great deal to 
give it, as it were, to another; and therefore, being Peggy, 
and sacrifice being all that was left to her, she had de- 
liberately done so. 

The immense Tudor bed was hung about with curtains 
of leaf-green satin embroidered in branching trees of gold. 
At the back of the tester the Owen crest and motto were 
wrought in the same style, surmounted by a royal mono- 
gram and crown, obviously added later by some proud 
hostess of royalty. A quilt of corded silk, once probably 
white as snow, now of an exquisite parchment tint, worked 
all over with interlacing design of pomegranates, birds 
and roses, lay on the bed. Peggy had rummaged this 
treasure out of a secret store in the linen room. She had 
not guessed at the value, but she had been enraptured by 
the beauty and the wonder of the old needlework. 

On a curious little Italian table, where twisted vine 
stems with dropping grape-bunches in gilt bronze sup- 
ported a round gray marble top inlaid with cherries, she 
lad placed a bowl of lilies of the valley. The vivid pale 
^een of the forced leaves, just one shade brighter than 
the bed hangings, made a rich p!!lbre against the somber 
paneling. 

It was a long room, uneven as to flooring, the window 
set back in an oriel, as in the oak parlor below. Here 
stood the dressing-table, a curvetting Italian piece with 
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faded gilding, and a chair to correspond. And Viyianne 
was stabbed with shame at the sight of the row of antique 
jewel cases laid out, awaiting her hand, beside a bunch 
of delicate, loose-leaved tea-roses. The faint fragrance 
of the flowers reigned in the air. 

Vivianne knew that Peggy had not placed those roses 
there. It was David who had joined them to the jewels— 
an act as delicate as it was poetical ! Had she brought a 
bride's love to her bridegroom, she realized how the gift 
would have enchanted her. "There are the jewels of my 
house, Beloved," it would have said to her, ''but they are 
not exquisite enough for you or for our love; only the 
flowers can speak for me!" 

She turned away; she could not look toward that 
dressing'-table. Going to the fire-place she tried to wann 
her frozen hands, but the chill was from within. 

Over the mantelpiece hung a Venetian mirror, curiously 
engraved, bearing the date 1670 beneath two interlaced 
hearts, from which delicate tendrils escaped to make an 
inner frame. It was worse than useless for reflection, a 
mere bit of cold, brilliant loveliness in itself. No doubt, 
like much of the furniture of the room, it had been 
the spoil of those adventurous days when Italian 
travel was part of an English gentleman's equipment 
for life, and some sprig of Treowen had not been be- 
hind the fashion. 

The wall facing the fire-place was entirely covered by 
a memorial of more distant times. Upon a long stretch 
of tapestry a stag with wide antlers was leaping across 
a minute stream into the shelter of a forest — fantastically 
leaved — ^pursued by a huntsman and many baying hounds. 
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A shadow out of the past all faded like a idream, the 
chase rushed on, a mystery of undying movement. In 
tha middle of the panel, very close to the huntsman's 
brandished horn, some utilitarian Owen of the past had 
affixed a three-branched silver sconce. This had been 
polished for the bride's advent, and shone radiant as 
a frosty moon out of all the dim greens and browns. 
Perhaps it had been the same practical ancestor who 
had converted the companion hanging into upholstery for 
the long narrow sofa and the four great high-backed 
arm-chairs that stood guard along the walls. There was 
a straining hound's head on one seat, a tangle of fairy- 
tale forest boughs on another, and along the sofa back a 
meek fawn bent her head to drink at a blue meandering 
rill. 

Peggy only, thought Vivianne, could have heaped those 
cushions, shading from purple to mauve, at the end of 
this strange couch. But the bride knew, with the same 
sureness as she had known of the roses, that it was David 
who had flung that great white rug for her feet in front 
of it, and laid that Indian shawl, with its glow of oranges, 
violets and greens, ready for her to draw over her knees 
when she rested. 

No one had ever told her anything about the great 
Queen Victoria's wedding presents; and though she 
guessed that this wonder of Eastern hue and texture, with 
its subtle redolence of sandalwood, had belonged to some 
Treowen ancestress, she had yet to learn that David's 
grandmother had been a favorite maid of honor at the 
English court. 

How warm and old, and mellow and eloquent was this 
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room that had been made hers ! What stately old stories 
it told ! — stories of splendor and dignity that do not grow 
shabby or die with age, but gain an added shade of honor 
with every generation. And what a new tale it told her 
now of the eager, thou^tful love that had prepared and 
laid out all that was choice and exquisite in this ancient 
house for her acceptance ; that wanted to set her like a 
jewel in a rich casket, to cherish her as a being frail and 
precious for whom nothing could be found good enough) 
and no care adequate. 

She remembered, suddenly, the bare, gaunt room where 
she had tended David's wound; the carpetless floor, the 
empty fire-place, the curtainless window cut in the stone, | 
through which the night had looked blackly in upon th^) ^ 
and the contrast smote her! For him that had been 
sufficient. 

There came a knock at the door. A flaxen head was 
thrust in, followed by the spri^tly entrance of a fresh- 
faced, smiling young woman. With further sinking of her 
humiliated spirit, Vivianne heard herself thus addressed 
in her own tongue: 

^^Madame will permit that I present myself? I am 
madame's new maid, if she will so please. Yes, it is a 
little surprise that monsieur has prepared for madame-^ 
to find a compatriot. I am from Malines, madame — Julie 
Amoud at your service! Ah, it is so sad! Our poor 
Belgium — ^and Malines — what ccdamities! But, like ma- 
dame, I have been well protected, aUez. And I know my 
business, as madame will find. For me it is a great 
pleasure to be able to do something for my bread again. 
Charity, madame — ^is it not true? — sticks in the throat. 
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Besides, of course, the happiness to serve a lady such as 
madame P' 

The girl was stepping about the room as she spoke, 
with precise, brisk movements, like a busy bird. She 
picked up Vivianne's furs, went to a cupboard with them, 
produced a dressing-bag from the same receptacle, and 
was beginning to spread its contents on the dressing- 
table, when Vivianne intervened at last: 

**There is nothing to gain with me. I have no money 
to pay you." 

The new maid started, looked discomposed for a mo- 
ment, but instantly recovered her complacency. She 
made a gesture of deprecation: 

**Let madame not disturb herself. It is monsieur who 
has engaged me. Monsieur or madame, it is the same 
thing now, is it not? And as for that, we poor Belgians, 
high or low, it is no wonder that we have no money, since 
we have all been pillaged.'* 

Vivianne sat, leaning forward on the edge of the sofa, 
pressing her slender fingers against her lips. • • • Ah 
yes, the bread of charity had been a bitter morsel, but 
these gifts from the hand of a repudiated lover were 
harder stilL How could she bring herself to touch what 
she yet must accept.^ Her eyes wandered to the tortoise- 
shell and silver fittings which Julie was deftly arranging 
on the table. 

"What are those things? They are not mine.'* 

**Oh! but allow me, madame, they are indeed yours." 
The girl hastened to the sofa, proudly upholding the back 
of the hand-mirror. "Does madame not see her initials? 
V. O. O. — ^that is for Owen. And these jewels, they are 
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also madame's." Having exhibited her proofs, Julie ran 
back to the taUe. ^^Has madame not examined them? 
May If perhaps, bring them over to madame P' 

«No.'' 

"No? Then madame will permit me to put them away 
for the moment. I see madame is tired. As I came up 
they were about to serve the dijewner. Madame will feel 
better when she has eaten. It is easy to understand that 
madame should feel imotionrUe. For us poor exiles, now 
— if I dare speak of myself at the same time as madame— 
all is sad, even joy! Does madame change for the dejevr 
nert The trunk is in madame's dressing-room. I have 
been hanging up les belles robes de madame.** 

**Les belles robes?** 

"Oh! two or three only, madame. It is again a sur- 
prise. That good Lady Caerleon — ^it is she who found 
me at the Aldwych upon Monsieur Owen's demand. He 
asked her to occupy herself about the trousseau. Ah, I 
have occupied myself a little also, I may tell madame! 
The day Lady Caerleon came to London and engaged me, 
she saw she had to do with one who understood. I have 
much experience of English ways, as I have been with 
English families; I flatter myself madame will not have 
faults to find. It is like a conte de fSes^ is it not, that 
madame should not even have seen her trousseau? But 
she will be content ; everything is of a discretion, of a chic, 
of a taste! . . . Nothing to shock — ^mauve ribbons, a 
gray taiUeur with a black military sash — ^a dream ! And 
a black velvet dress for the interior, and then du blanc, dit 
blanc, and " 

"Oh, it is enough! I have heard enough,'' cried Vivi- 
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anne. She sprang to her feet. Which way could she 
turn? Where could she conceal herself to avoid these 
intolerable benefactions? "I cannot bear it!" she cried 
aloud. "As for you, leave me !'* 

Julie surveyed her new mistress a moment with a shrewd 
anxiety; then she shrugged her shoulders. 

**Madame has only to command!" She went quietly 
from the room, to reappear, however, almost immediately. 
"Pardon, madame, the parlormaid, she announces you 
that luncheon is ready. And also she has a message 
from monsieur. Monsieur Owen says he begs madame to 
excuse him; he has driven away to the hospital to have 
his wounds dressed. He regrets to have had to leave 
madame. Perhaps, he says, madame would like the 
company of little Boulotte?" 

The girl delivered this speech with her eyes cast down 
and an air of complete demureness. Having concluded it, 
she swept over the bride a glance full of meaning and 
curiosity, and again took her departure. 

Left alone at last, Vivianne stood staring into spa^ce. 
He had gone to have his wounds dressed at the hospital ! 
. . . That meant he would not accept the service from 
her any more — the service which was the only justification 
of her presence here, the last stay of her self-esteem ! If 
this was his revenge, it was well found; no decision could 
have more profoundly humiliated her. But no, it was not 
revenge ; the truth in her disclaimed the calumny ; it was 
the natural impulse of his own pride. She knew and 
understood this pride; the spirit in her answered to it. 
Vividly his whole presence rose before her, as he had come 
in to her and taken his stand upon the situation she 
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had created. Never had she dreamed that he could so 
look or 80 speak ; she had always seen him beneath her, 
at her feet — suffering, appealing, inarticulate. She had 
never thought him capaUe of showing himself the master. 
She recalled the cry of fury that had escaped her: '^If 
you touch me, I shall kill myself," and his answer: ^I 
never will again." And suddenly her heart turned cold. 
He was a man capable of keeping that word. 

**What am I doing here?'' she cried. 

Vivianne was very young and very ignorant ; but there 
came a swift, appalling glimpse of the falsity and odious 
disintegration of the life she had, in one uncontrolled 
hour, destined for herself. What? She was to bear 
this man's name, live under his roof, sleep in the bed which 
he owned, eat of the food he provided, be waited upon 
by his servants, be warmed and clothed by his bounty, 
and yet remain nothing to him — ^nothing but the woman 
who had insulted him! 

Again she had a wild longing to escape, and again 
honor barred the way. "I will have no scandal on Tre- 
owen," he had said. Obedience was the one coin in which 
she could still repay. If she refused him this, then she 
was bankrupt utterly. 

And the first step along the difficult, inevitable way 
having to be taken, she smoothed her hair and washed 
her hands, and rang to be shown the dining-room. 



in 

SELF-SEARCHINGS 

FINE snow had begun to drift up the valley early 
in the afternoon of Vivianne's strange wedding- 
day. She now stood in the oriel of the oak par- 
lor, and watched the squall swirling onwards, obliterating 
as it came the wide distant view. Presently, in their turn, 
the undulating glades and crests of the park vanished 
from sight ; then the stretches below the terrace whitened 
and were lost likewise ; and soon the terrace itself became 
like a muffled vision of a dream. 

She shivered and came back to the fire. It was of old 
wood, and burned with a clear, happy flame. There was 
a deep armchair set by the chimney corner. She sat down 
in it, spreading her pale, slender fingers to the blaze. 
The closing of the snowstorm about the house intensified 
the sense of solitude. The cold snowlight filled the room 
with a kind of livid dimness combated by the warm radi- 
ance that struck out from the hearth. 

On a small, gate-legged table at her elbow were piled 
three books. She took them up one by one and read the 
titles. 

^La Prmcesse LomtamCy^ "UOisea/ii Bleu,** ^^PeUSas et 
MSUsande.** In each was an inscription in Lady Caerleon's 
elaborate Elizabethan handwriting, appropriately poet- 
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ical : "To the far Princess from her friend G. C.** "May 
you be the Blue Bird of happiness in your new home." 
So ran the two first. In **PelUa8,** the application of the 
gift to the recipient not being of happiest augury, Lady 
Caerleon had contented herself with a general sentimental- 
ity: "To my lily bride P' 

Vivianne sat, frowning. There was a dreadful sinking 
in her soul. Had she been what they all thought her, 
had she been able to bring David the joyful love of a wife, 
had David evoked in her but a faint shadow of what Ladis- 
las had once called forth, how exquisite all this would be! 
What a fairy-tcde charm might she not have foiud 
everywhere! What sweet, delicate emotions! But as it 
was, here she sat alone, on her wedding-day, desolate and 
tormented; and there was David, out in the snow, with 
his hurt pride and his stabbed heart, carrying his wounds 
to be tended by some paid helper! . . . He had estab- 
lished her in his home and placed his life at her feet, and 
she had insulted him. He would never condescend to 
allow her to fulfill the smallest womanly office for him 
again; she knew that. The future spread before her, as 
blank and chill, as unpierceable as the snow-world with- 
out ; as intangible and shifting and baffling. 

The thought rose in her mind: If Ladislas had done 
all this for me ! If David were Ladislas ! .- . . And she 
was surprised to find there was no response of tragic 
ecstasy; rather was there a curious barring of her con- 
science, an inner recoil as from a baseness. She looked 
down at her hand with the new gold ring and wondered. 
Could it be possible that she would ever love David? Was 
she made of such monstrous stuff that she should have 
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resented to frenzy his caress only a few hours ago, and 
that it should now be her first and only love from whom 
in thought she shrank? ^^It must be that I cannot love 
any one," she said to herself. 

There was one quality supreme among the many and 
passionate faults of her character ; she had an unswerving 
sense of truth. She would not be content to allow herself 
to be cozened out of a frank contemplation of the bare 
facts, she could indulge in no softening illusions. It was 
this unsparing factor that had made life so hard to her 
in her calamities, and her own point of view so bitter. 
Charity had been only charity to her, kindness only pity ; 
her own position not that of the honored guest, but of the 
unwanted pauper. She had been one who could never 
accept the necessary compromise with the world, the tact- 
ful blurring of inconvenient realities which alone makes 
existence tolerable. Unable to spare herself, she could 
not spare others. Yet now she was irrevocably caught in 
a situation which could only be met by one long com- 
promise. How was she to face it? She did not know; 
she could not even think. She was weary of fruitless self- 
communion — ^weary of the unsolvable problem. 

Taking up the book on her lap — ^the last she had han- 
dled — ^she opened it haphazard, bending forward to catch 
the firelight upon the faint French print. 

Je n'ai jamais vu de cheveux comme les tiens, Melisande. 
:• • . Vois, vois, vols. Us viennent de si haut et Us rnHnon- 
dent jusqu'au cceur . . . 

**I have never seen such hair as yours . • ." That was 
what Ladislas used to say to her. Once he, too, as MSUs- 
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ande^ had made her unbind her hair, and had passed his 
hand through the masses, and cried out: ^How soft, how 
wonderful P' She fait her lip, and once more looked down 
at the page. 

Ha sant doms, iU »ont domx comme s'iU iatnbaient d% 
del I ... 

Vaguely she remembered the story : that MSUtande was 
married, that PellSas had no right to love hen 

Why had Lady Caerleon sent her this play? She could 
not imagine PeUSas otherwise than her cousin, as he had 
been in his beautiful boyhood — ^ivory and gold ! . . • Only 
PelUaa was gentle. That other had never been gentle — 
imperious rather, conquering, under his soft ways. Some 
one had once, in her hearing, said that the Pole is mingled 
of tiger and woman. She must not allow herself to think 
of Ladislas ! 

She began to read again at haphazard: 

MiusANDK: **Bai8sez un pen la fete, seigneur. • . • 
Je vais essuyer voire front. ..." 

Golaud: **Je ne veux pae que iu me tauchee! • 






The volume fell from her hand. "Was David like 
Golatidf** she asked herself; then she cast away the 
thought. No, it was not so; there was something of the 
finest chivalry mixed with his attitude of sternness towards 
her ; even while he struck, he spared. She was too crudely 
unversed in the ways of life yet to understand to the full; 
but there was an undefined recognition within her of his 
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generosity, of the strength of his manliness and his for- 
bearance, of the extent of his power over her and his 
mercy. 

The parlormaid appeared carrying a reading lamp ; she 
closed the curtains, placed more logs on the fire, with- 
drew, to return with another lamp, and then inquired in 
distant tones if madam would like tea. Jessie was re- 
garding her new mistress with increasing suspicion and 
disapproval; it was obvious that she held her alone re- 
sponsible for this strange behavior of husband and wife 
on their wedding-day. Furthermore — after due colloquy 
with Nanny — she had grasped the fact that the lady was 
a foreigner and a papist, and that the recent ceremony 
had taken place in a Roman Catholic chapel; and she 
felt quite sure that some dark immorality was at the bot- 
tom of the enigma. 

Vivianne answered that she would like tea, with a meek- 
ness unusual to her. When the girl had reached the door, 
she arrested her by a hesitating question : 

"Has Mr. Owen returned?" 

« 

^^No, madam, he has not." 

Jessie's air was that of one who would scarcely have 
been surprised if her master never returned again. 

Vivianne went back to her book, a new uneasiness grow- 
ing in her mind. Why was David so late? How horrible 
was this sense of the unknown opening like a black chasm 
before her! She wished she could distract her thoughts. 
What happened to MSUsandef It had escaped her mem- 
ory. Yet once she and Ladislas had read this love-story 
together. 
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She glanced at the end pages. MSlisande died, while 
Golaud wept. • • • Well, that was a very good end ! Oh, 
how she wished it might thus happen to her: to slip 
languidly away from under the unbearable burden of life, 
lying in that great green bed upstairs, with David lament- 
ing at the foot of it — even as Golaud lamented. Yes, that 
would be a very good end of it all, and she would like 
David to mourn her. 

Out, out, je n*ai plus tauiet ces inquietudes. 

How completely the words fitted her! She began to 
understand the mystic drama; it was life itself, not 
GoUmd, not her innocent-guilty love for PeUeas, but the 
crushing relentless facts of nature that killed Melisande. 
It would be the same with her ; life and all its disquietudes! 
Surely she, also, would find the burden too heavy for en- 
durance ! 

She turned over the page ; then the blood rushed to her 
face in a hot tide. 

Veux-tu voir ion enfant? 

Oh, that was not for her ! She did not know why her 
heart should begin to beat like a wild bird caught. 

There was the sound of a heavy foot upon the stairs; 
she began to tremble ; it was David's. It came up, paused 
a perceptible moment outside the door, and went on slower 
along the passage and up again. And she knew he was 
going through the shadow-filled, echoing spaces to his 
lonely room. 

But, presently, as she sat staring at the fire, she heard 
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his tread again, lighter and quicker now, and to her in- 
finite surprise he entered. From the door he glanced at 
her, and she saw a swift contraction of his face; he ad- 
vanced, however, with that air of indifference which made 
her feel once more so helplessly at a disadvantage. 

*Will you give me a cup of tea?'* 

With a nervous, unconscious movement she had started 
to her feet; she now sat down again. 

**But willingly !" she said in her foreign idiom. There 
were two cups on the massive old silver tray. It was 
inexplicable, but her heart gave a little leap of comfort 
as she noticed them ; he had not meant to leave her quite 
alone. Her hands shook as they moved among the china. 
It was the old yellow Spode of feast days at Treowen. 
"Shall I put sugar?" . 

^If you please — one lump." He extended his left hand. 
'Oh, do let me bring it round to you!" she cried im- 
pulsively. *^Sit down ; let me serve you !" 

He looked at her for a moment very gravely without 
speaking, then he said: 

"Thank you, if you will be so kind." 

He took a seat on the couch at the other side of the 
tea-table, and let her clear the space for him and set 
the tea, the cake and bread-and-butter to his hand. She 
thought, as she laid down the cup, how bitter was the 
drink that she had mixed for him, and remorse hovered 
in her soul. Faltering, she stood a few steps away. 

*^Was it very cold out?" 

**Yes, very." 

**You look perished." 

He gave no answer. After a pause, she went on: 
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^^Is it still snowing?" 

"Heavily P' 

He had folded a slice of bread-and-butter, but did not 
eat it, only drained his cup. 

'Will you have some more tea?' 
^If you please." 

At every word barriers were being built between them. 
It seemed to her as if soon she would hardly be able to 
reach him at all. For a passionate nature there is nothing 
more unendurable than the sense of being isolated — ^thrust 
outside. With a painful effort, she said, as she placed 
the second cup of tea beside him: 

'^David, don't do that again P' 

He glanced at her, under brows drawn together. 

"Do what, Vivianne?'* 

**Go away to the hospital — ^not let me do my work for 
you. I came for that • • • first. I — Oh, it's all I can 
do!** 

Her voice wavered and felL He (dropped his glance. 
At last he said, with a deliberateness that put her finally 
and completely from him: 

"It will have to remain this way now." 

The iron wall of pride, how implacably it reared itself 
before her! 

Jessie entered upon their silence. 

*'If you please, sir, Mrs. Price wants to know, is she to 
send up the child?" 

David looked at Yivianne; the hard expression had gone 
from his face, his air was apologetic. 

"She generally comes up to me after tea." 

"Oh, please let her come now P' 
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She was glad to think that there was the child in the 
awful blank between them. 

Old Nanny brought her little charge in herself — ^Nanny, 
with an alarming begoffered cap, who gave a distant curt- 
sey to her young mistress and a withering glance at her 
master, and then led Boulotte forward, as if she hail 
no other preoccupation. 

"See how you're stepping now, Bullet bach! Don't be 
knocking yourself against the comers whatever; there's 
strange the room will be to you with the furniture all 
moved abbut! It's sorry I am to be disturbing you and 
the lady, sir. Indeed, it's no rest she was giving me, the 
poor lamb, not knowing in her innocence the way every- 
thing's changed at Treowen." 

**That will do, Nanny," said David sharply. 

^^And thanking you, sir, for showing me my place, as it 
is now to be. Indeed, yes, yes ; there's strange times, and 
the Lord has curiously afflicted this house ! The young to 
be taken before their time and the old to be left, when it 
would be a mercy to have been removed out of the sorrow 
and the changes !" 

David had cast down his eyes at the allusion to Johnny ; 
now he raised them again upon the old woman. 

*^You can leave the child !" 

Boulotte sat herself squarely on the bearskin before 
the fire with the air of an habituSe^ and held up her arms 
for the doll that Nanny clutched. 

Having delivered the toy, Mrs. Price began rocking her- 
self backwards and forwards, like an old Sibyl in the 
throes of inspiration. Looking from David to Vivianne : 
**There's woe for Treowen!" she cried wildly, flung her 
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apron over her head and, weeping aIouid» hurried from the 
room. 

Boulotte stared round-eyed at David, and began to puO 
her lip. He picked a lump of sugar from the bowl and 
threw it to her, then turned to Yiyianne. 

'^ You must excuse Nanny ; she has been a faithful serr- 
ant of the Owens, but she is so old now, she does not quite 
know what she says or does." 

**I think she knows very well,** said Vivianne briefly; 
and added, clasping her hands between her knees, after 
her fashion when driven to the limit of endurance: "I 
warned you, that first day — ^I cast a shadow P* 

He did not reply for a minute, then: 

^^There is no use looking back," he said, rose, went over 
to the window-seat, and returned with a box of bricks for 
Boulotte's nightly game. 

Vivianne did not know what she had expected him to 
answer, but his words struck cold upon her heart. . . • 
True, there was no good in looking upon the past. Bat 
the present — ^but the future? 



IV 

THE FIRST WEDDED DAY 

JULIE had spread on the bed, ready for her mistress, 
the only tea-gown in the choice but scanty trous- 
seau which Lady Caerleon had chosen, at David's 
request, for his penniless bride. The lady's romantic taste 
had allowed itself full play in this garment, which was of 
white velvet, sumptuous yet simple, cut on medieval lines, 
bordered with white fur. Julie found much pleasure 
in shaking out the pearly folds in the somber old room, 
and greeted Yivianne with voluble enthusiasm as she en- 
tered to dress for dinner. 

"For sure, madame will wear the tea-gown? Since there 
is but one tea-gown, madame cannot but wear it. But 
madame will be pleased with her tea-gown ! Will she cast 
a look at it? Lady Caerleon — ah, she has taste! For the 
occasion it is the perfection. One could not dream any- 
thing better, especially for madame. And madame will 
forgive me: I have ventured to select, of the jewels, this 
great cross of rubies and diamonds for her to put round 
her neck. It will be the only color on all the white. The 
rubies, as madame sees — ^what does madame say?" 

Vivianne looked from the flashing jewel which her maid 
held swinging by its long chain, to the creamy robe 
on the bed. 
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^'I saidy" she repeated, ^I will wear my black gown." 

"Madame r 

"Is there not a Uack gown in the trunk ?*' 

'^Oh, madame, a poor little rag! Forgive me, madame, 
it is all crushed and shabby! And black — black on the 
day of madame's marriage?" 

*^But I am none the less for that in mourning P' ^The 
more, the more P' cried her tormented spirit. Aloud, she 
went on: "Do you not know, have you not heard, that 
my mother and my, sister have been murdered?" 

Julie's agitated countenance instantly assumed a calmlj 
conventional expression of sympathy: 

"iSt, n, madame ! Oh, c*eit hien trUte, dUez! What 
we have all to suffer, c*e»t inotUr* But she could scarcely 
muster a decent show of interest in a question so beside the 
mark. With all the rest of the world, she had become ac- 
customed to Grerman deeds of "f rightfulness" ; one fresh 
instance could scarce evoke emotion, much less surprise, in 
a mind thus occupied with more attractive concerns. 

"But madame is a bride! The newly married never 
wears mourning. That is received. And on the wedding- 
day; it would be of an augury! • • • Monsieur Owen 
would be so saddened, so saddened! And indeed I can 
assure madame that in the best families it is no longer 
the fashion to wear black for the war." 

Yivianne hesitated. Then a sudden twist of mood came 
upon her. D^vid had shown himself calm, everyday, in- 
different after their vital disagreement! He had just 
now played with the child, built houses of brick for it, 
laughed with it, as if he had had no other care ; no man 
could have thus laughed had he not been really, at the 
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bottom of his soul, unscathed! Englishmen were cold; 
their pride alone was strong. It was only David's pride 
that she had hurt, and he was gratifying that pride by 
forcing upon her a position of inferiority. She had meant 
to strike back at him by coming down in her old garb, in 
the robe of mourning for which she was not indebted to 
him; but perhaps this would be a mistake. She had no 
choice but to be humiliated. Even if she appeared on 
her wedding-night at his board in the crushed black "rag," 
thus asserting the last remnant of her independence, she 
would have none the less to sit and eat of his fare. She 
was utterly on his bbunty. The little black dress would 
be but a pitiful signal of her impotence. To come down 
beautiful, in the garments he had paid for, and yet remain 
aloof, cold, silent, enduring, was not that a higher pride? 

To look beautiful — ^it is woman's natural weapon 
against men! 

When Julie had robed her, Vivianne stood long, gazing 
at her reflection in silence. The gown, by a singular coin- 
cidence, had a strong resemblance with the rather fan- 
tastic garments her lover had liked to see her wear at 
Flesselles. Now she belonged to another man, by her 
own vow; and his bounty had bestowed this raiment upon 
her! In the morning the fierce recoil from the present 
and the aspiration to the past had filled her with a kind 
of madness ; to-night there was no such feeling. She exam- 
ined her own fairness with a stirring of pleasure, the 
unreasoning eternal feminine in all its true perverseness 
was paramount. She could still perhaps have killed David 
had he dared to claim her, but this new glacial indifference 
of his was an offense to her womanhood nevertheless. 
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*^Will not madame sit down and let me attach the 
cross?" insinuated Julie, who could scarcely breathe for 
rapture at the success of her ministrations. 

Deck herself in his jewels ! Yivianne could not do that! 

**No — ^no,'* she said decidedly. 

**At least," implored the maid, **the8e few flowers — one 
little hint of color!" She pulled three tea-roses out of the 
bunch she had herself arranged in a vase that morning, 
and feverishly dried the long stems on her apron. Viyi- 
anne hesitated; but the maid, eager-fingered, did not wait 
for denial. 

So, after all, it was clothed as a bride, and with his 
roses at her breast, that David's unwilling wife went down 
to the first dinner at Treowen. 

He was standing in his favorite place by the fire in the 
oak parlor. After a single, searching look at her be 
averted his gaze. Many times, in the next few days, she 
was to see him do this, and always be affected with the 
same sense of being baffled and denied. Ceremoniously he 
gave her his arm to lead her into the gay Chinese break- 
fast-room which Peggy had wisely decreed for their use 
as dining-room in preference to the banqueting hall. Great 
trees, with marvelous flowers and fruit spread all round 
its walls ; curtains of green tabinet fell from quaintly bat- 
tlemented valences. The table was round, no larger than 
need be for two; and the light from the four massive 
Greorgian silver candlesticks, green-shaded, fell on a silver 
punch-bowl filled with violets. Any setting more ideally 
and prettily intimate for a first evening together could 
scarcely be imagined. 

Yivianne wondered if David's heart felt as anguished 

S16 



THE FIRST WEDDED DAY 

as her own, if it was only the effect of the shades, or 
whether he was really as pale and wan as he seemed; 
whether she, too, looked to him like a ghost, as she took 
her place opposite to him. The delicate head of one of 
the roses snapped as she unfolded her napkin. She glcinced 
quickly at him. Had he noticed that she was wearing his 
flowers? 

His eyes swept over her, and came back to his plate. 
Impatiently she took the other two flowers from her dress, 
and put them down beside the broken one. 

**You can take them away," she said to Jessie. 

David gave no sign. 

**What wine will you drink?" he asked her. 

^^There is champagne, sir," said Jessie. 

To drink champagne, that would have been the last 
touch of the grotesque! 

"No wine, thank you," said Vivianne. *Water only." 

^^I will have ale, as usual," said David. 

Jessie's outraged feelings could hardly wait for ex- 
pression till she had reached the kitchen. "The master 
wants ale, as usuaL She's drinking water. Neither has 
a worid to the other; bbth sitting there as pale as death. 
It's the queerest match that I ever saw!" She poured 
forth her tale of horror to the new cook, an Irish woman, 
who clacked her tongue, but optimistically opined that 
couples were sometimes apt to turn queer at first; you 
never could tell how it would be with them, and that Jessie 
had better take no notice. 

There was silence, indeed, between the bride and bride- 
groom in the Chinese room. At the best of times David 
was a silent man, and Vivianne little given to ordinary 
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conyersation. As matters stood, what could they say 
to each other? Once she asked him if it was still snowing, 
and he answered that he had not looked out of the window 
that evening. Then, feeling that it was incumbent upon 
him to make an effort in his turn, he volunteered the state- 
ment that it was bad weather for the lambs. 

She gazed at him with faint surprise : ^Tiambs ! Did 
they not belong to the spring?" 

**There is also the house-lamb.'* 

"The house-lamb?'' 

"Yes — early lamb for the winter market." 

'^Oh, horrible!" she exclaimed. "Bom out of season 
for greedy people to eat." 

He gave her, at this, a humoring smile. "Does it 
seem to you so much better for them to be eaten at 
Easter?" 

"I suppose not." Her lips took their bitter twist. "It 
is just part of it all, of life — ^the odiousness of it!" She 
sent away all that remained on her plate untouched. 

A little later she noticed how, with his left hand, he 
slowly and painstakingly cut his meat, and cried, half 
starting from her seat: 

"Oh, let me do that for you!" 

But he thanked her, and there was the finality in his 
tone that she already knew. He rang the bell and ordered 
the servant to cut up the pheasant wing into pieces. 

"Nanny used to see to this," he added, glancing at his 
wife. 

Vivianne felt that he did not wish her to think him 
unkind, but that now, across a certain limit which he had 
very firmly traced, she was not to be allowed to go. She 
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bit her lip and dropped her eyes; the tears had started, 
stinging, but she would rather die than let him see her 
shed one. 

As soon as she could do so, with any decent regard 
for conventionalities, she rose; he opened the door for 
her to pass out. Aimlessly she went back to the oak parlor 
and sat down again by the hearth, wondering whether he 
would join her there. Over the small as on the great 
things of their life the veil of the future was impenetrably 
drawn. The daily continuance of such an experience as 
she had just gone through was more than either of them 
could endure, she thought ; yet he evidently intended their 
relations to go on just in this manner and no other. • • • 
Neither to break nor to keep their vow ! If this was how 
the paradox was to be worked, for her it might prove 
beyond her strength. 

She took up another of Lady Caerleon's books, and 
tried to abstract her mind, but the words made no sense 
to her brain. She looked at the tall, ancient clock. Only 
nine! . • • Another half-hour at least before she could 
decently retire to her room. At last she heard his step, 
and could hardly distinguish whether she were glad or 
sorry when he came in. He took the old stiff, carved chair 
on the opposite side of the hearth with a deliberate air 
of one who means to remain, and she felt that he was 
searching in his mind for something that he could say 
to her, artificially to span the chasm lying between them. 
Small-talk was certainly not David's gift. 

**Have you everything you want?" 

**0h, yes, thank you!" 

Resentment was gathering in her heart. She felt a 
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malicious satisfaction in emphasizing the futility of his 
effort. 

*Xady Caerleon left some books for you. I hope they 
are what you like." 

**It was very kind of her — ^they are most interesting, 
thank you." She lifted the book on her knee, as if to 
resume an interrupted reading; but her hand shook and 
she laid it down again. 

**There are a lot of old books downstairs. They might 
amuse you. I will show you the library to-morrow." 

"Thank you." 

David remained a moment silent ; then he rose and stood 
with his back to the hearth, his eyes wandering round the 
room. 

"I am afraid the piano in the drawing-room is very old 
— ^if you would like a new one " 

He had caught her unawares, and she cried out with a 
piercing sharpness : 

«0h, no .»" 

His brows drew together in that strong frown she had 
already seen once or twice, he fixed a long gaze on her; 
then, once again, averted his eyes. The mad heart-beats 
pulsing in her ears calmed down in the silence that ensued. 
Then he began to speak again, and there was a colder note 
in his voice. 

*^I have placed a hundred and fifty pounds in the bank 
to your account. I propose to renew this simi quarterly- 
please let me continue— out of this money you will, if you 
please, pay your own maid's wages and everjrthing con- 
cerning your personal expenditure, nothing else. I have 
only mentioned your maid in order that you may feel quite 
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free with regard to her. All other charges connected 
with the household ^^ 

She interrupted him, her pale cheeks flaming. 

**You pay for everything anyhow — ^you only wish to 
insult and humiliate me !" 

He waited perceptibly before replying. 

**That is foolish. You have certain responsibilities as 
Mrs. Owen of Treowen, which it is your duty to meet, and 
for which it is my duty to see that you are suitably 
provided." Then he added, in a lowered tone, which, 
despite an obvious effort, betrayed emotion: ^^I made 
these arrangements yesterday. I cannot go back upon 
them. Your check-book is in the drawer of the writing- 
table." 

**0h, I am ashamed!" said Vivianne between set teeth. 

She sat staring at the fire, wringing her hands. He 
did not seem to hear or notice, but went back to his> arm- 
chair, and in his turn sat gazing at the leaping flames. 
Half-past nine struck in the corner from the old dim- 
sounding bell of the clock. Vivianne sprang to her feet. 

**I am going to bed," she said. 

He rose, went to the door, opened it: 

**Good night ; I hope you will sleep well." 

He stood holding the door; there was no response to 
the half-involuntary movement of her hand towards him. 
She bent her head as she passed out ; a stronger will than 
her own was crushing her. "I never will touch you again," 
he had said. It was certain that he meant to keep his 
wortd. 
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AFTER the excitement of the wedding, Peggy 
flagged. She had perhaps the feeling tiiat there 
was very little left for her to do, now that she bad 
mended two broken lives, and furthermore established the 
fortunes of Treowen. Perhaps she could not help a heayi^ 
ness at heart to think of the happiness beginning where 
her own had ended. 

In spite of her modernity, she remained the child to 
whom marriage, in life as in fairy-tale, meant necessarily 
the end of sorrow. "They were married and lived happily 
ever afterwards"; with her it was almost as much an 
article of faith as the axiom that when the good die 
they go to heaven. That marriage could be the knotting 
problem of life, instead of its solution : that it might prove 
the launching of the Ship of Fate upon stormy seas, in- 
stead of the anchoring in the waters of a safe haven— 
such possibilities had never dawned upon her. 

Moreover, besides her ignorance of the hard facts of 
existence, Peggy had an imbounded belief in David, in 
"Johnny's brother," good, strong, kind ! If in the whole 
world there was any one to whom a woman could turn 
with unfailing confidence it was surely "Johnny's brother." 
It seemed to herseU tViat, m giving him to Vivianne, she 
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had given away the last precious thing that yet remained 
to her. She missed her daily visits to Treowen, as well 
as all the excitement of the wedding preparations; she 
missed, too, though in a minor degree, the demands which 
the companionship of Vivianne had made upon her. At 
any other time she must have felt the days very empty 
and purposeless; but in war-time nobody need lack for 
occupation, and she flung herself with renewed ardor into 
her work among the wounded and the refugees. 

A week had elapsed when Lady Celia suddenly inter- 
vened. 

"I*cggy> dawlin', you're lookin' wretched ! I won't have 
you tearin' about the place like this any more." 

They were at lunch. Peggy had come in late, had de- 
clined any hot dish, and sat cutting up a slice of ham 
and crumbling a roll with the air of one who merely eats 
to live. 

"It is true," said Madame de Tirlemont, **Peggy seems 
to me to have a very bad mien, ever since Vivianne's mar- 
riage. The poor little one, she has fatigued herself with 
all her arrangements." 

"Ah, and with that," put in Madame Hollebeke, **how 
she fatigues herself now ! Tell me, dear Peggy, where do 
you come from, so late?" 

"From the hospital," said Peggy. "No, no pudding, 
thank you, mother. I'll have a bit of cake — ^that's all." 

**There's too much hospital," said Lady Celia complain- 
ingly. 

"Oh, mother ^" 

"Dawlin', it's nonsense. What can a little prl like 
you do?" 
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^^I can help, and I like it. And they like haying me, 
and '* 

Madame Hollebeke, who prided herself on her tact, at- 
tempted a diversion. 

^^And, talking of Vivianne, have you heard from her 
since her marriage, chire petitef** Peggy shook her head. 

*^No, not one word? That is strange. Have you. Lady 
Morgan?" 

Lady Celia arched her eyebrows. 

**Why should she write to me?" 

**C*e$t vraif** interpolated Madame de Tirlemont acidly. 
*^It is Lady Caerleon who has taken everything on her- 
self. No doubt Lady Caerleon has all the news — while 
we, Vivianne's relations, and you, her first friend, not to 
speak of that dear Peggy who has done so much, are all 
cast on one side!" 

^'Grace has gone to London," said Lady Celia irrele- 
vantly. "Caerleon is home on a few days' leave. Grace 
is quite, quite mad i Fd wish myself back in the trenches 
if I were he." 

**But speaking of Vivianne,'* persisted Madame Holle- 
beke. "I went to see those poor Verhagens in the village— 
and I heard such a droll report." 

"A droll report?" echoed Lady Celia with a faint air 
of insolence. **Poor people are always talkin'. Peggy? 
you must have a glass of wine." 

"CV«f tun homme tris bien, that Verhagen: quite intelli- 
gent even. He has been a schoolmaster." 

"Oh, I know — quite a nice man, as you say. He's help- 
ing at Penywent Hospital, I believe." 

"Precisely I" cried ^i3[ie "BBiXoxoi't m ttlumphant tones; 
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^'and it is from him I have heard the strange story of 
Vivianne.'* 

**Strange story — of Vivianne?'' cried Peggy, coloring. 

"Will Lady Morgan permit the children to retire?'* 
intervened Madame de Tirlemont, with a meaning air. 

**0h, certainly !'* Lady Celia felt cros§ but curious. 

"But there's nothing one could not say before the chil- 
dren, chMcy^ Madame Hollebeke declared, shrugging her 
shoulders. **Mon DieUy there is nothing to make a fuss 
about ! It seemed to me a little strange, voUh tout! But, 
no doubt, there is a most natural explanation if one only 
knew it. If Mr. Owen prefers to go to the hospital to 
have his wound dressed ^" 

"What?" 

Peggy had now become white. 

**Every day, ma chire Peggy^ beginning on his 
wedding-day. M. Verhagen has assisted, he tells me^ on 
more than one occasion. Du'reste, the wounds are heal- 
ing well." 

"Do you call that so strange?" drawled Lady Celia, her 
golden eyes on her daughter's startled face. "I expect 
David finds they do him better at the hospital." 

Madame de Tirlemont broke into laughter. 

"Good ! There's the explanation aU found. Lady Mor- 
gan has more wit than thou or I, Jeanne. She sees it all 
from here. Cette bonne Vivianne, she made the poor man 
suffer excruciatingly! Au fondy what did she know of 
nursing? And the moment that he had no longer to pay 
his court, ma foi, he went to be bandaged elsewhere.'* 

The tone of these remarks was so obviously sincere that 
Peggy's disclaimer: "Doctor Evans said \\n\^\£D& >k&k« 
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quite well how to do ever jthing,'' seemed altogether super- 
fluous. 

Peggy sat, looking down at her plate, with a frown 
and a trembling lip, while the sisters exchanged glances 
of significance. 

^^What are you going to do this afternoon, dawlinT 
said Lady Celia, as if she considered the matter thrashed 
out. 

Peggy started and turned her bright eyes d^antlj on 
her mother. 

**I am going to Treowen.*' 

The Belgian ladies cried out in a mixture of surprise, 
reprobation and amusement ; then both stopped to stare at 
Lady Celia, who, however, had not said a word, but was 
merely gazing distractedly at her child. 

^'They've only been married a week, Peggy,*' she began 
at last, and paused. 

Her guests rushed ingratiatingly to uphold her. 

**There is an ideaP' 

**Nobody expects to be visited during the honeymoon.'' 

**You would not be thanked for your amiability." 

**And, even," concluded Madame de Tirlemont, picking 
a salted almond from the dish before her, *Mf it is not love 
that smothers them — ^which I have always doubted from 
the beginning, car, enfin, cette Vixnanne, eUe est par trof 
fantasque — at least let them do their first quarreling in 
peace." 

^^I must go, mother," said Peggy, when the gust of ob- 
jections had subsided. 

**Very well, dawlin%" Lady Celia got up. **We'll aD 
go. 
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"But, mother '' 

^^Yes, dawlin% Fm sure Madame Hollebeke and Madame 
de Tirlemont would like to go. Wouldn't you? You'd 
like to see for yourselves that everything is all right. Of 
course, we know it is. David is perfection, and Treowen 
is a charmin' old place. But bein' your relation and all 
that, she'll be expectin' you before anybody else, I am 
sure, m send over the boy on his bicycle, Peggy, and 
announce our visit for tea. Vivianne will be delighted." 

It was not at all what Peggy wanted; but even un- 
disciplined daughters must sometimes be content with half 
victories. 

Lady Celia could hardly have explained to herself why 
she was so set on accompanying her girl to Treowen. 
There was something of jealous curiosity in her decision, 
coupled with a real uneasiness on the score of Peggy's 
health and spirits. Rightly or wrongly, a mother always 
imagines that she can stand between her child and the 
difficulties and emotions of life. 

When the huge blue car started off, packed after the 
fashion abhorrent to its owner, the latter was consider- 
ably out of humor. It is a trial to the managing woman 
to find the course of life proceeding just as if she had 
never strenuously endeavored to interfere with it. 

She had got rid of Vivianne ; and yet there was Peggy, 
with her little white face opposite, her eyes staring out 
vaguely across the landscape, quite as self-absorbed and 
woebegone as when under the influence of that morbid 
comp€U[iionship. She had schemed to eliminate the shadow 
of Treowen and relegate the memory of JoVvsiXL^ yc&j^ VJc>fc 
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background of broken toys ; but Treowen, and everythmg 
appertaining to her lost lover, had possession of Peggy's 
imagination to a degree that exceeded even that of the 
early days of her grief. 

If the absurd marriage were to turn out badly — and 
there was every probability that it would — Peggy would, 
very justly, take the blame upon herself. Then heaven 
knew what further complications it might not bring upon 
them! Besides this, there was an odd personal vexation 
that the girl whom she had so consistently disliked should 
be now in the position that should have been her Peggy's. 

Lady Celia had always wanted Treowen for her child; 
and although, with Johnny, these hopes had necessarily 
died, the maternal instinct, than which nothing is more 
prone to envy, secretly fretted and resented. These feel- 
ings deepened now, as the valley grew wide before them, 
and the vision of Treowen crowning the hill rose beauti- 
fully above the river. She could not bring herself to point 
out this first view of the place to her companions ; and it 
was only when Madame de Tirlemont exclaimed: ^^Ah, bat 
how fine! How ravishing! What is that property? It 
stands like one of our ch&teaux on the heights of the 
Meuse. Is it not so, Jeanne?" that Peggy said: ^^That 
is Treowen P' 

Nor did further impressions tend to diminish the moth- 
er's sense of injury. Peggy could at least take credit to 
herself for the material change she had helped to l»ing 
about the neglected, solitary house. The entrance hall 
was no longer the receptacle for grain samples and cir- 
culars, catalogues, all the flotsam and jetsam of the 
agriculturist's po&t aiid. ^atc^W^i^* The lamps were lit, 
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the great hearth blazed; a copper bowl of evergreen 
boughs on the central oak table flung delicate shadows 
against the stone. Passing through these dignified spaces, 
Lady Celia told herself that Treowen was the one place 
in the county she had always coveted ; and as she entered 
the oak parlor her discontent deepened. 

It was almost a satisfaction to note, with one shrewd 
glance, that something was certainly amiss with the newly 
married couple. Yet it required her special acumen to 
discover this from the outset ; for David and Vivianne re- 
ceived their self-invited guests-^the one with so much 
simplicity, the other with such rmexpected grace and self- 
possession, that Peggy's spirits went up with a bound, 
and the Comtesse and the Baronne scarcely attempted to 
conceal an acrimonious surprise. 

"But she has had luck, that tiresome Vivianne !*' was 
the burden of the latter's thoughts. 

There was, needless to say, a good deal of chatter 
where these vivacious ladies had so much to notice and 
discuss ; and the movement about the tea-table, the passing 
round of dainties, laughter and exclamations occupied a 
half-hour to the exclusion of any intimate or serious con- 
versation. 

But, sitting apart. Lady Celia, befittingly waited upon 
as chief of the party, rolled her liquid gaze and, with ap- 
parent abstractedness, observed a good deal. She would 
have attached no importance to the fact that they 
scarcely addressed each other, since both David and Vivi- 
anne were silent, not to say abnormally reserved people, 
and the situation was one which might well provoke shy- 
ness. But that they should avoid even YocJlyci^ ^X. ^^^ 
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other was indeed ominous— one of the most unmistakaUe 
signs of the enamored being that faithful following of 
each other's movements with tender eyes. 

Now that she came to see him more closely. Lady Celia 
thought David looked ill and sad. She thought, too, that 
about Vivianne there was a suppressed excitement which 
contrasted vividly with what she remembered of her former 
apathy. Any one but a child, a silly child like Peggy, 
ought to have known that it was madness to bring such 
incompatibilities together! • . . That self-centered, vin- 
dictively tragic, darkly inscrutable girl, and poor, unso- 
phisticated, honest, countrified David! Vivianne's share 
of the bargain was only too obvious, but David! — Lady 
Celia could not conceive what had led him to such folly. 
It seemed incredible that he should have fallen in love 
with anything so exotic, so apart, so completely out of 
harmony and perspective with his own life and surround- 
ings. • • • But men were unaccountable beings! The 
strange face with its alabaster pallor, the hair with its 
unnatural depth of hue, those long, slow eyes with their 
profoimd reproach, those close-folded lips, the whole odd, 
uncanny beauty of the creature had flung its spell over 
him, no doubt. Or perhaps it had been just some quixotic 
madness of pity. . . . 

^^And how is the poor arm?^ inquired Madame Holle- 
beke suddenly. 

She had partaken of an excellent tea ; and now, rising 
from the table, selected a seat between Laidy Celia and 
their host, who sat silently facing each other. David 
thanked her. It was very much better, he said, but the 
doctor was still strict about the wearing of his sli^g. 
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"Poor David !" said Lady Celia, forestalling deliberately 
the Baronne's next question, ^^I am afraid it will be a 
long time before you are well again." 

^I shall have to make up my mind to do most things 
with my left hand for the rest of my life/' said David 
steadily. 

''AhlmonDieu,! '' 

Madame Hollebeke was not easily put on one side. But 
Lady Celia had a smooth power ; she pursued monopoliz- 
ingly : 

**You ought to see a specialist. Doctor Evans is all 
Very well, but *^ 

The Baronne nipped in with a weasel-like sharpness. 

**Doctor Evans?" she echoed. "That is the doctor of 
the hospital where that excellent professor Verhagen 
goes to assist the wounded. You have met him, have you 
not? He tells me that you are there every day for the 
dressing of your poor arm." 

**Mai8 noUy chSrie** — ^Madame de Tirlemont caught the 
ball on the hop, got up in her turn from the tea-table, and 
came over to join the trio, all sprightly guilelessness — 
**you must quite have misunderstood that good Verhagen. 
Is it not our little Vivianne here who does the Red Cross 
nurse for her husband? You have not forgotten how the 
romance began?" 

**Verhagen could scfiurcely have invented," cried the 
Baronne, with a clever assumption of disconcertedness. 

**He nevertheless assured me, that man ^" She broke 

off, to refiume with an inviting smile : **But how foolish, 
this discussion! Mr. Owen will tell us at once who is in 
the right of it." 
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^^I will tell you,** said Viyianne. ^^My husband goes 
to the hospital.** 

•Wow, Vivianner 

^^Hospitals are instituted for such purposes," said 
David. 

Both Lady Celia and Peggy glanced at him with sar- 
prise. His tone and air were imposing; even the two Utile 
foreigners, with their greed of curiosity, their remorseless 
indiscretion, could not venture upon further investigation. 

^^ou have not seen my small friend, Boulotte, have 
you?" went on David, addressing Lady Celia. There was 
a dignity and ease in his manner which completed her 
astonishment. She who had begun to think him hopelessly 
rustic and out of the world found herself admiring, per- 
haps, too, regretting. 

^^Vl^ho is Boulotte?" she asked languidly. 

"Oh, do let me go and fetch her!** cried Peggy. **Don't 
describe her, David ; she's too precious !" 

Hardly knowing what she was saying, she ran out of 
the room without waiting for an answer. Misgiving filled 
her souL David was unhappy. As for Vivianne, she could 
scarce find words to define the feeling that had come to 
her of the bride's restlessness and secret misery. Why 
did David go to the hospital? How wide must be the 
breach that had brought this about ! 

Peggy had been accustomed to run about David's house 
with a freedom she had not known in her own ; but she was 
soon confronted with the change brought by the new state 
of affairs. As she dashed along the stone passage which 
led from the hall to the kitchens, she was met by Laidy 
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Caerleon's superior parlarmaid. This latter's very apron 
and cap expressed disapproval. 

^^Can I be of any assistance, madam?" 

Peggy brushed past. 

**I know my way, thank you!" she said, and plunged 
into the kitchen. 

There a large, red-faced woman, seated at a comer of 
the table, first stared and then slowly got up to her feet, 
noisily breathing outraged dignity. There was a powerful 
smell of buttered toast and Indian tea in the atmosphere. 

**I beg your pardon!" panted Miss Morgan, her eyes 
roaming disconsolately. 

^^Begging yours, I'm sure, miss," said the new cook in 
tones of sarcasm. 

*Tm looking for Nanny," said the intruder. 

**The old housekeeper, miss, if that's what she is?" The 
scorn deepened. **SheTl be apt to be in the housekeeper's 
room ; and, 1'U be bound, the girl with her, that ought to 
be doing her work. Begging your pardon, miss" — ^the 
woman proceeded in civiler accents, as Peggy, with a little 
air of dignity she could very well assume, prepared to 
withdraw — ^**I never was one to intrude myself, but if you 
happen to know when her ladyship, Lady Caerleon, is 
likely to be home, Pd be thankful if you'd mention it, 
seeing as her ladyship engaged me for this queer place, 
and it being my intention to give a month's notice, Pd like 
to inform her ladyship." 

**You'd better write to Penpergan,'* said Peggy loftily, 
and shut the door between them. 

She hastened towards the housekeeper's room. Appar- 
ently the new regime was not working comfortably down- 
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stain either. How would it be with Nanny? She quailed 
before the thought — ^Nanny^ who had been so antagonistic 
from the beginning. 

Mrs. Price received her visitor with all decorum. She 
anid Madlen and Boulotte had been likewise partaking of 
afternoon refreshment, seated round the table, Boulotte 
in a high nursery chair. A roaring fire, an odorous paraf- 
fin lamp and close-drawn curtains had combined to pro- 
duce that stuffy warmth of atmosphere which is the ideal 
of servant comfort. The three were apparently extremely 
content with each other's society, and old Nanny dropped 
her curtseys and expressed the usual gratification at the 
young lady's appearance and interest in the health of her 
family, as though David's marriage had not lain between 
them. Presently, however, the visitor's request to carry 
off Boulotte was made the pretext for eliminating the 
smiling inquisitive presence of Madlen. 

^^There's ashamed I am of you, Madlen! Take Bullet 
this minute and wash her face, and put a clean cap on 
her, for goodness' sake, and make her fit to go upstairs 
with the young lady. Indeed, yes ; she's had her tea. Miss 
Morgan, and plenty of it. Though what the poor inno- 
cent is always wanted for up there Begone this 

minute, Madlen!" 

The old woman's eye was so severe, she folded her arms 
with such a gesture of determination, that Peggy saw 
the door close upon the good-natured underling and the 
cheerful pauper baby with a sinking spirit. She had 
come down to find out; she felt she must know; but now 
that it came to the point, she shrank from the menace of 
the revelation. 
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Nanny uncrossed her arms, and began to smooth her 
apron with trembling hands. Peggy's fascinated gaze 
followed the signal. Then courage being, after all, not 
the least of her characteristics, she plunged straight into 
the heart of the trouble. 

**Oh, Nanny, what's wrong here?" 

**What's wrong, Miss Morgan, and there's strange it 
is that a young lady should be asking such questions of 
a poor servant like me — ^wrong, did you say. Miss Mor- 
gan? Is it the opinion of a poor servant which was never 
asked for, whatever, nor thought of at the beginning that 
you're wanting to have now, when there's too late it is for 
anything but sorrow." 

^^Oh, Nanny, don't be angry ! And do stop calling me 
Miss Morgan! I — ^what's happened? Everything looks 
so strange. I'm frightened. Isn't David happy? I 
only wanted his happiness !'' 

^^The master's happiness ! Did you say his happiness. 
Miss Peggy, hachV* The old woman laughed terribly. 
**There's happiness the white-faced idolatrous strange 
woman would be like to bring to any decent house, much 
less Treowen ! I'm not blaming you. Miss Peggy. Indeed 
no ; no, nor the master either. It's a spell she's cast on 
you both. We've the Bible word for it: there are witch- 
women. It's the shadow she brought into this house from 
the moment she crossed the threshold; it's the shadow 
she's cast across my master's heart." 

"Oh, Nanny, don't! What is it? I can't understand." 

"There's things that you'd best not understand, what- 



ever." 



"But, why? Why?" 
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Nanny clapped her hands together. 

'^Ah! you'd ask yourself that. Miss Peggy, bachy if 
you'd heard the master walk the hours through in his 
room these nights past— there's lonely! It would break 
your heart." 

Peggy grew white, her eyes filled with tears. The 
sense of the mystery of life, the apprehension of things 
gravely, yet intangibly wrong between these two whom 
she had brought together filled her with a kind of night- 
mare fear. ^Isn't she good to him? Doesn't she love 
him? Don't they love each other?" The words trembled 
on her lips, but some shy instinct held them back. Bou- 
lotte was now shouting in the passage. Hurriedly Peggy 
made her escape. There was a vindictive triumph about 
Nanny, even in her wrath, almost as if she were glad that 
the strange woman should have brought misfortune in- 
stead of blessing to Treowen. 

The same note of inexplicable malice was audible in 
the comments which Madame de Tirlemont and her cousin 
freely made as they all drove home through the cold 
mists of the December night. 

Lady Celia was very silent. Peggy sat with clenched 
teeth: the waters of desolation had closed about her and 
were flowing in upon her soul, icily chill as never before. 
Her grief for Johnny had been first a despair, then an 
exaltation, and then a long ache; but there had been 
something vital, high and splendid about it, even at her 
worst moments. Now all was failure and misery. She 
had set herself one task to accomplish : to make ^Johnny's 
brother" happy and lift the hopes of Treowen. Her 
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success had turned into disaster. She could not under- 
stand ; she could not measure the extent of it. 

The little foreign women exchanged lively converse in 
a high key as the car whirled homewards sheathed in its 
own vivid light. 

**C)ne hardly needed to ask why Mr. Owen makes him- 
self no longer nursed by that dear Vivianne," Madame de 
Tirlemont remarked, with her flat laugh. "Didst thou 
perceive how I supported thee? Thou hadst a famous 
taupet, all the same, to come and yap thy little questions 
at that big gentleman, Jeanne !'' 

**Et avec fat Thou wast not yapping thyself, per- 
haps ! He put thee very well back in thy place, it struck 



me.»' 

**You, too, were put back in your place. Do not for- 
get that." 

^^Oh, I bear him no malice! What could he say, the 
unfortunate? I never expected him to announce in sq 
many words: *Dear cousin of my wife, we are not get- 
ting on at all. And since it is so, I get myself nursed 
at the hospital.' " 

**Mon DieuP* cried Madame de Tirlemont dramatically. 
Peggy thought she had never seen two creatures so fond 
of what in her nursery days used to be called play-acting. 
^^Do you really think it is as bad as that? All the same, 
cela me fait de la peine^ I never raved of thy Vivianne ; 
but surely it is not possible that she could have the inhu- 
manity to refuse herself to such a little service.'* 

**She's capable of anything," said Madame Hollebeke. 
"But it strikes me that it is he that is refusing. He 
seems to me a proud man, that Mr. Treowen." 

887 



THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 

^'Certainly things seem to be going au plus mal,'' 
summed up the other contentedly. ^^The fault is hers, of 
course. What an adorable house P' 

^^ Adorable!" said Madame Hollebeke, yawning. ^A 
little sad perhaps P' 

"Sad — after seven days?^ 

^''But if one does not agree! It is not I who would 
care to live there, I admit, with that severe Englishman, 
and la bambine for all company." 

"Ah, that little Boulotte! That is a queer little body; 
but she is gay, anyhow. En parenthise, my dear, did you 
notice the way she ran to Mr. Owen — ^the way he looked 
at her? One would say he adored her, under his Britan- 
nic coldness." 

"At least he will have that," said Madame de Title- 
mont enigmatically. 

Lady Celia yawned and bent forward. 

"Would you mind my openin' the window a little? It 
is perfectly stiflin' in here." 

"If you are not afraid of the damp," said Madame 
HoUebeke doubtfully. 

"Anythin's better than stiflin' or bein' poisoned," 
drawled Lady Celia. And Madame HoUebeke, who was 
swift to take umbrage, fell into a sulky silence, convinced 
that her hostess had meant the remark symbolically. 

After her guests had departed, Vivianne felt unable 
to remain in the oak parlor, watching David and Boulotte 
together. It had become the order of things, evening 
after evening, that he should sit on the hearth and pa- 
tiently attempt to "bxrlVd \vo\i^^"& ol\stv^^ fet Boulotte to 
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knock down with shrieks of laughter before they were 
half completed. 

She went up to her room and tried to think of some 
occupation for herself; but she could neither read nor 
sew. It was impossible to escape from thought. She had 
seen herself and David through the eyes of her visitors. 
She had been aware of the anguish of doubt in Peggy's 
questioning gaze, and of the suspicious aversion in Lady 
Celia's. Her own compatriots had not been able to hide 
their mischievous amusement. To them that ordinary 
trick of fate — an ill-assorted couple — ^was apparently a 
very good joke. 

She sat on the tapestry couch, staring at the faded, 
eager chase on the wall before her. Like that hunted 
stag, she seemed to be, as it were, arrested in a flight of 
mortal anguish, the hounds of fate at her heels, the death- 
blast in her ears, without hope of release. She could 
neither turn and give battle, nor seek refuge in flight. 
• . • She must stay and endure the unendurable doom; 
pursued, not overtaken; threatened, not istricken. In 
her isolation with this one man, who had cut her from 
his life and yet kept her beside him, the silence and loneli- 
ness of the old house in its great circle of woods had 
pressed upon her till she had feared for her own sanity. 
Now, however, that she had seen herself and him mir- 
rored in their unnatural disjointedness in other people's 
minds, she knew that it was in company that her misery 
must wear its most unbearable aspect. 

Aimlessly she began to pace the room; then the inner 
disquietude turned her thoughts downstairs again. Bou- 
lotte was there. Some fiber in the unacYiio^l^^^ ^^-^^^ 

839 



THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 

of her nature stirred and yearned over the chfld. The 
very presence of that innocence had in it something sooth- 
ing. To Boulotte she was only la heUe dame; to those 
guileless eyes she was some one protective and kind and 
natural — ^not Vivianne the hunted and haunted ; not Yivi' 
anne the reprobate; not the anomalous, enigmatic, the 
ill-chosen Mrs. Owen, the woman in the wrong place, 
bound by fate where her presence was resented. 

Driven downstairs again by the new mood, she went 
back to the oak parlor; but on the threshold she halted 
and stood staring. David, seated in the deep armchair, 
held the child in the crook of his left arm. Both were 
asleep. Of Boulotte's face she could but see the rounded, 
rosy outline, like a cherub's profile, wrapt into the busi- 
ness of repose with frowning intensity. David's head was 
bent a little forward, his worn countenance had a look of 
peace that she had never yet beheld there. 

An extraordinary thought shimmered upon her brain 
and was gone. '^If things had been different, and I had 
loved David, and he were holding our child, how sweet it 
would have been!" She slipped out of the room again 
and up to her own, and flung herself face downwards on 
the bed. And the tears came — ^blinding, blinding, bitter 
and unrelieving. 

After the flash of light, darkness had rolled back upon 
her soul. 
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IT was five days before Christmas, and even Treowen 
in this year of war, stricken by sorrow for the dead 
and blighted by the perverse folly of the living, 
could not evade the traditional and distinctive amenities 
of the season. The gardener brought in armfuls of holly, 
ivy and mistletoe; and Jessie wreathed the bows on the 
top of the pictures, round the brass chandeliers, about 
the morion of the David Owen who had sallied forth from 
I^lymouth with Drake, and the casque of the cavalier 
David who had ridden with Prince Rupert* 

Christmas is a time of special solemnity to the Pole, 
as well as to the English ; and Vivianne, perhaps to cheat 
remembrance, perhaps also from some spring of youthful 
vitality as yet unconquered by fate, had a sudden fancy 
for consecrating the festival in the only manner endur- 
able in the circumstances* She would create a feast of 
joy for Boulotte. 

She was trying to make the little creature understand 
the treat in store for her — sitting beside her, like a child 
herself, before the fire in the oak parlor — ^when Jessie 
came flouncing in upon them. 

With the air of one doing her duty, no matter with 
what result, she requested her mistress to be so good as 
to come into the kitchen ^Ho stir the pudding — ^it being 
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the custom In England, madam, if you please.'' Vivianne 
was glad — ^when she found that David was also expected 
to be at the ceremony — ^that she had brought Boulotte 
down with her. The only times when their relations with 
each other approached the endurable to her mind was 
when the child was between them. 

The cook greeted them volubly, and proceeded to en- 
large on the inevitable inferiority of a pudding prepared 
sUch a short time in advance. Her trivial, searching 
gaze, the while roaming from one to the other of the 
masters with undisguised inquisitiveness. It was obvious 
that the unhappy situation was well known and discussed 
in kitchen regions. She clacked her tongue over the mas- 
ter's left-handed condition. It turned her heart on her, 
she averred, a fine gentleman like him! If there was 
anny thing anny day she could do for him at anny time, 
she'd do it on her bended knees, as annybody would that 
had the feelings of a woman at all! 

Vivianne fled from the kitchen as soon as she could, 
leaving Boulotte behind her. Her own conscience echoed 
the reproach of the oblique accusation : any one with the 
feelings of a woman! In this house every one blamed 
her; did she not deserve it? In the hall she paused, wait- 
ing for David to pass through again on his way to his 
study. How much she wished that she had not thought 
of this plan, but she could not now disappoint Boulotte. 
He looked surprised to see her lying in wait for him, and 
forestalled her with the question : 

**Is there anything you. wish to say to me?" 

"I would like to drive to Gwent-Town," she answered. 
^^Is it possible? Is ^Sast^ ©jK^ViicL^ to take me?'* She 
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hesitated; a fierce flush dyed her face as she went on: 
**You will want the dog-cart to take you to the hospital, 
I suppose?" 

After that first scrutinizing glance he had averted his 
eyes ; and, as he did not now Immediately reply, she floun- 
dered Into miserable explanation: 

**It was for little Boulotte — ^to give her a Christmas 
tree — ^but It doesn't matter. It*s not of the least conse- 
quence. She's probably forgotten all about It. I'd really 
rather not." 

"No, don't say that." He turned away from her still 
more, and It seemed as though he, too, had some difficulty 
in speaking. **It Is a very kind thought. There will be 
no difficulty at all. As a matter of fact" — ^her gaze was 
desperately fixed upon him, as if somehow this trivial 
occasion was assuming the disproportlonatcf aspect of a 
crisis between them, and she saw how the slow red mounted 
to his forehead — ^^*as a matter of fact," he repeated, and 
his voice took a hard note, **there Is a vehicle at your dis- 
position now and always — a motor-car. I had ordered 
It" — ^he drew his breath in sharply — ^'^a little while ago. 
It only arrived yesterday." 

She understood; In every fiber she felt the chivalrous 
tendernesis, the loving preparedness which she had flung 
back at him. Impulsively she put out her hand. 

"Oh, David! ^" 

He moved away from her touch, looking at her full to 
mark his deliberation ; then he said Indifferently : 

**Don't Imagine It's anything very magnificent. But 
it will take you about right enough. The chauffeur has 
been recommended to me as a careful driver." 
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"Mustn't I thank you, then?'' 

Her voice shook, there was a lump in her throat. He 
had brought her pride very low; but for the first time she 
felt humbled, not resentful. 

"No." 

The word struck her like the cut of a whip. He turned 
from her and walked away. She stood staring after hinu 
It was as if she had had one blinding glimpse of the inner 
man, found there a fire of passion which, had he let it 
loose upon her, would have devoured all her angers, her 
revolts and self-centering emotions like so many straws. 
She divined how the iron barrier of his pride stood be- 
tween her and that passion. Dizzily she returned to the 
oak parlor and sat down to think. But she could not 
think ; she felt herself helplessly drifting like a dead leaf 
in the wind; she, who had so fiercely willed, so deter- 
minedly stood apart, was conscious of a dreadful longbg 
to cling, to be caught, to be held. 

Julie came in, expansive, as always. 

^^I said I would tell madame. The new automobile of 
madame is at the door. If madame is going to the town, 
will she permit me to accompany her? I have some little 
shoppings that press — the ribbons for the linen of ma- 
dame, and everything for the work-box, and ^^ 

"It is well — ^you can come," interrupted Vivianne. 

She rose and went to get out the check-book. Lady 
Caerleon, who had taken pleasure in preparing the bride 
for her new duties, had taught her how to draw a check, 
and explained all the ways of English money. Vivianne 
did not want to touch her allowance; she did not want 
to drive in the new cax. K5\Vv« lA^t for the little Christ- 
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mas feast had turned to revulsion, but she had to 
go on. It was not enough that she should he pun- 
ished by David's generosities ; she was forced to make use 
of them. 

Julie had never found her mistress disposed to af&a- 
bility, but, as she sat demurely opposite to h^r while they 
sped along the country road, she said to herself — for she 
had a coarse wit of her own — ^^*Madame looks not only 
as if she were dead^ but as if she were damned !" 

The thought in Vivianne's mind was indeed a burning 
torment: ^^He will not let me take his hand, and I must 
take his money!'* Thus low had the wheel of fate flung 
her from the height of scorn in which she had vowed that 
if he touched her she would kill herself! 

Upon reaching Gwent-Town she found, after some 
fruitless seekings, a doll and a Teddy bear at a stationer's 
shop; but this superior establishment disclaimed all such 
petty wares as go to Christmas-tree decoration. She 
was directed to a large composite emporiiun known as 
**The Gwent and County Stores." Here, disgusted by 
the spectacle of the crowd and confusion within, she or- 
dered Julie to complete the purchases, and declared that 
she herself would wait in the car. 

She was lost in abstraction, staring out unseeingly at 
the busy coming and going of the country-town folk, 
when she heard her name called, and Peggy suddenly 
looked in upon her through the open window. 

**Vivianne ! Fancy meeting you here !" 

**I motored in," said the other, stupidly. 
. "You've got your new car then. Yes, I know. David 
told me." Feggy^8 manner was abT\rpt\ Wx e^^'s^ ^^-tfe 
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inimical; she seemed ill at ease. One moment she looked 
as if she would dive away into the shop without further 
speech, the next she appeared to come to a swift, fierce 
resolve. ^Xet me get in a minute ; there's something I 
must say to you.'' 

She opened the door of the car, and sprang in without 
waiting for a reply. Then, seating herself opposite Vivi- 
anne, and looking her straight in the eyes : 

**What have you done to my David?" she cried. 

**I — ^I don't know what you mean." Vivianne blanched 
and shrank away. 

"Oh, you know very well! My Johnny's brother ! Have 
you no heart at all? I didn't think you were like that, 
or I wouldn't have done it. • • • David, the best, the most 
generous; there never was such a man! He loved you. 
David loved you." 

*Teggy, stop ! I cannot listen to this." 

"I will not stop ; you must listen. There was not any- 
thing good enough for you in his eyes. He couldn't, in 
his darling soul, think of a single thing that he would not 
have been ready to do for you. He would have laid down 
his life for you. No woman in the world ever had a more 
precious happiness for the taking. That's what I gave 

you. And you — ^you ^^ She broke oflF in the height 

of her passionate indictment, and stared at the tragic, 
guilty face in front of her, her eyes filling with tears. 
Then she went on with a catching breath: "I suppose 
you couldn't forget that — ^that other !" 

Vivianne did not answer; her eyes fell. Peggy's soul 
blazed out at her, condemning, innocent and severe. After 
a moment of silence, Peggy got out of the car and shut 
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the door with elaborate quietness; then, standing on the 
pavement, made a final remark in a low, bitter voice : 

**It is a thousand pities you couldn't marry that other ; 
you were well matched!" 

For the second time that day Vivianne felt as if she 
had been struck. 

When she reentered Treowen she found that David had 
gone out, leaving word that he might be detained late. 
With the sensation that had pursued her all day, of being 
driven by a force outside herself, she went docilely at 
Jessie's summons into the Chinese room to the solitary 
lunch she must at least pretend to eat, and then back 
again to the oak parlor to await the coffee which she 
would have to bring herself to drink. As Jessie with- 
drew, with her flounce of perspicacious disapproval, Vivi- 
anne, seized with a terror of the long, empty hours before 
her, asked to have Boulotte brought up to her. In due 
time the child appeared, conducted by Nanny herself. 

The old woman closed the door behind her and came 
forward, her pale eyes, always weirdly brilliant in the 
wizen face, fixed with an ominous intentness on the unwel- 
come mistress of Treowen. She began, nevertheless, re- 
spectfully : 

**Begging your pardon, ma'am, for presuming, but the 
young woman is not too careful of the child, whatever, 
and there's slippery the stairs are, with the polishing 
that has been done of late, so I made bold, enough to 
bring Bullet myself." 

"Thank you very much!" said Vivianne. She held out 
both hands to Boulotte, who approached reluctantly, 

847 



THE HOPE OF THE HOUSE 



IC 

oi 

ai 

lii 



drooping lip and wide, teaifal eyes. The child was in an 
unwontedly cross humor, for she had been pounced upon 
in the yard in the midst of an entrancing game of hide- 
anid-seek with the new chauffeur, forcibly washed and 
conveyed upstairs in spite of protest. 

Vivianne wished Nanny would go. Why did she re- 
main standing like that, cette vieSlet • • • Why was she 
glaring at her? It was absurd, but she felt frightened. Si 

**Viens9 Boulotte, viens, ma petite.** To cover her 
sense of discomfort, she tried to coax the child, speaking 
softly. 

Nanny's gnarled hands had been tremulously torment- 
ing her apron. She now lifted them and shook them men- 
acingly. 

^^Your spells will not reach the innocent ! Has not the 
Lord said: ^Their angels always see the face of my 
Father'? Is not the master of this house enough for I 
you? Is it not enough for you to see him wasting away 
hour after hour?" Whether it was Nanny's frenzied air, 
or the white terror on Vivianne's face, her own fretful 
mood, or the mere sense of wrath in the air which chil- 
dren are quick to apprehend, Boulotte began a dismal 
cry, and running back to her familiar attendant buried 
her head in her skirts. Nanny put one of the gesticulat- 
ing hands protectively on the little capped head, and went 
on: **Wel y wr, I warned the master. 'There's woe 
you're bringing into Tjreowen with the strange woman !' I 
said to him. But you'd bewitched him, same as you be- 
witched little Miss Peggy. Indeed yes, yes; you, and 
such as you, ate bora to btm^ evil; for there's evil you 
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mre, and evil wherever you are ! Well might the Scripture 
Bay : ^Thou shalt not bring one that is a witch into thy 
liouseP Ach tf fiy there's sad enough it was Treowen 
K)efore you came, and broken were our hearts for the 
^roung life taken from it! But there was peace, indeed, 
yes. And it was the will of God, whatever, that was be- 
ing done in the house, for all the great sorrow. But it 
«fas the will of Satan brought you here, and there's 
Satan's work you're doing here. It's my master's heart 
you're eating out of his body. You will never have the 
5oul of him, but his heart and his life you're eating out 
of him bit by bit !" 

She bent and painfully lifted the child into her arms ; 
Bind between rocking and soothing, cried to her stricken 
Listener: 

'*It's between him and you: there's one of you must die 
of it!" 

Staggering, she carried her burden out of the room. 
And, as if through the closing of waters about her head, 
Vivianne heard vaguely Boulotte being set down on her 
Feet again; heard the sound of her small, uneven tread, 
and her uplifted piping voice growing ever fainter down 
the passage beside the old shufBing tread. 
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THE MAN, THE HOUR, AND THE STORM 

THOUGH it was still early in the afternoon, streab 
of yellow shone between the massed gray clouds 
of the western horizon. Round the stone gables 
there was a hum of wind, and the old weathercock in the 
stable-yard swmig frantically between west and nortL 
Sniffing the air, David's shepherds presaged snow. 

Vivianne had little thought of the weather as she flung 
on the fur-lined wrap and the winged fur cap, which were 
still lying on her bed in her room where she had thrown 
them on her return that morning. She had but one idea: 
to get out under the wide sky, into the woods and fields; 
she cared not whither, so long as it was away — so long 
as she was free of the house that oppressed and rejected 
her. 

She was just about to open the door and hurry forth, 
when Jessie appeared, with an unwonted look of excite- 
ment and a new air of amiability. 

^^If you please, madam, there's a gentleman asking for 
you." 

"For me?'' 

"Yes, madam, he's waiting in the oak parlor.'* 

**Who is it? I don't know any one." 

"I couldn't catch his name, madam." 
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Hitherto Vivianne had had no visitors ; but, of course, 
she must expect them to begin to appear. She thought 
of Lord Penpergan ; then of the little dark Mr. Williams, 
with the angry eyes under the gray hair, who had been 
David's best man. She was annoyed but hardly inter- 
ested; yet, on the threshold of the oak parlor she hesi- 
tated, a sense of doubt, an inexplicable feeling that in 
there some new turn of her dark fate awaited her, came 
over her. She opened the door. A man was standing 
in the oriel, looking out. The bleak light caught the 
flung back waves of golden hair, the curve of a white 
forehead. 

He turned swiftly at the sound of her entrance. It 
was Ladislas Orlenski. Then she knew that she was not 
surprised. She was not surprised, but an indefinable 
emotion seized her ; she felt as if she had been caught in 
a fierce, hot wind; as if every atom of her being, every 
thought and feeling, were eddying in giddy spirals. She 
knew, however, that she was advancing towards him. She 
heard herself say: "You? You?" And her voice 
sounded calm and untroubled. Then both her hands 
were taken in that well-remembered grasp, and those eyes 
that had haunted her so long were plunging into 
hers. 

With a shock the world ceased to spin, and her soul 
with it; to her own amazement she found herself com- 
posed, almost indifferent. She drew her hands from those 
long white fingers, and said briefly : 

"Why have you come?" 

His light, upturned mustache quivered as he smiled. 

**My little cousin — ^my dear little cousin, you told me 
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I would rejoice in yoor happiness ; you wrote me that, did 
you not?** 

**Ye8, I wrote you that.'* 

**And now, I am here to see for myself.'* 

^^Look and see for yourself, then." 

He gave her a lightning glance; a flickering smile came 
and went on the full lips, the sensuous curves and color 
of which were in curious contrast with the delicate chisel- 
ing of the face and its clear pallor. Clasping his hands 
behind his back, he began leisurely to stare round the 
room. 

**I see, for one thing, that you, a jewel, are charmingly 
set, ma petite Vivianne. There are, here, things of very 
great beauty. Marvels, some of them !" 

He went over to the chimney-piece, stood with his back 
to it, and stared across the room at the Van Dyck, dim 
and rich — the stripling Owen of Charles I,*s court. 
"That's a great picture!** 

The mocking tone had a subtle alteration as though 
art, to the speaker, had been religion. Vivianne sat down 
and turned aside ; she could not look at him there where 
David always stood. 

Slowly he started to walk round the room, dropping 
comments as he went. "That bureau is a marvel — pur 
dix-septiime^ ma foil ... I would give a year's income 
to find velvet of that shade of red curtains for my palace 
in Venice; but like the turf of the Oxford college they 
speak of, it would take three hundred years to produce." 

He had reached the oriel, and stood once more con- 
templating the wild wintry landscape without. "Old — old 
and untouched! The same little panes, through which 
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the ancestors gazed — and, withal, impoverished.*' He 
stepped down into the room towards her. ^^It adds a 
charm for me. Perhaps less for you. But, bah, it's all 
a fairy tale! And you, there, the enchanted princess. 
On diraity by the way, scarcely so enchanted!" He 
laughed lightly. "Shall rather we say bewitched? Why 
do you sit with your back to the light like that? Have 
you forgotten already that I have come to see how happy 
you are? Will you not rise, my cousin, and let me look 
into your face?" 

She got up and came towards him. 

^^ook, then, and see how happy I am!" she said for 
the second time. 

The gaze of his too brilliant eyes— pale blue, restless 
under the prominent bar of the brow — enveloped her, 
searched, seized. It was a gaze at once caressing and 
violating. It was arden and it was cruel. Joy flashed 
ii^to it. 

"You are very unhappy." 

'*That seems to please you." 

**It ravishes me. It is all my desire. You have re- 
mained mine, and I claim you. It is for that I am here. 
You are coming with me." 

**You are mad." 

**No, I am sane. It is the highest sanity. When two 
love each other, they belong to each other. Your poor 
little letter! You don't know all it told me." 

"What did it teU you?" 

**How much you wanted me. Oh, you are adorable! 
Anger and pride, in you, it is all melody — and it is all 
mine. By and by I will have another melody. That will 
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be" — he. closed his eyes a moment and his yoice dropped 
— ^**that will be rapture ! Everything is as I wish. So^ 
row and love and anger, they have made of you the per- 
fect one — for me! In your great white furs, in your 
winged hat, in the shadow of your sunset hair, with that 
white face of yours, strange and passionate, luminous 
like a crescent moon, so angry — so adorably angry, so ab- 
solutely mine, I claim you. I have come for you." 

The past and its overwhelming emotion rose lile a | 
wave, caught her and flung her whole being towards him. 
She held herself back with clenched hands. But there 
were traitors within her citadel — weariness, hunger for 
love, misery, loneliness, wounded pride. Here was one 
who loved her, and here was escape, here was the voice of 
a lost delight calling her! It was her own fair life that 
claimed her again, her home, her youth out of the land 
of strangers, her kin, the comrade of her childhood — all 
that had once been natural and joyous and beloved and 
her own! 

He had said he was ravished; and as he gazed on her, 
more and more his look became enkindled. 

"Nothing could have kept me from you, Vivianne. 
Your beauty draws me with a single hair — ah ! your won- 
derful hair! No one ever had hair like you. It has in- 
deed drawn me. You are bound to me with your hair." 

Not knowing what she said, she exclaimed : 

"It is Pell^as, after aU!" 

"Oh, you are exquisite I" Very gently he laid his hands 
on her shoulders. "M^lisande, let us go out of the house 
of Golaud." 

"I cannot!" she breathed. 
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"You do not love him." 

His voice, too, had fallen so low that it was wellnigh 
nothing but a caress. It seemed to be laying hold of her 
heart. 

*T]iOve, love?" she repeated. **I don't know. There 
has been no love in this house; nothing but anger and 
hatred.'' 

He laughed in triumph. 

**Then what keeps you? Then you are free!" 

"I don't know." 

**It is fear. You are afraid of this man — of Golaud!** 

^^Do you mean David? I am not afraid of him. It is 
of the vow, the vow at the altar." 

"Bah — ^the vow ! Words, that have no meaning." 

"He said : *It shall be neither broken nor kept.' That 
was our compact." 

**Vivianne, what are you saying! Come! Come out 
of this cold land of exile, out of this cold house, away 
from this cold man that you are afraid of! My 
God! he brought your beauty home, and you made a 
compact !" 

When he said that it seemed to Vivianne that her heart 
was stabbed through and through. 

"It was my fault !" her voice wailed. 

His grasp dropped from her shoulders to her hands. 
He pressed them and kissed them. 

"Could any man who loved you let you go! Could 
any man not love you!" 
You let me go!" 

'I was in the arms of another mistress. But you and 
she — ^music and you are the same to me now — ^you and 
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she are one ! You are liTiiig music to me. I shall weave 
my themes out of your hair, your eyes shall shine through 
my songy your lips shall enchant the world. I shall neyer 
hold my art but through you. Come, come now .*" 

He wanted her — and in this house she was not wanted 
. . • David had withdrawn from the touch of her hand 
— and to this man she was life and art, love and in- 
spiration ! 

**I will come," she said suddenly. 

It was like the cry of an escaping bird. She wrested 
her hands from his clasp, and rushed to the door. His 
eyes were aflame with triumph. 

"I will be in the car,'* he called after her. **Ready to 
start. I am driving myself.'' 

He ran down the stairs, light-footed and swift like 
some creature of the woods. There was no one in the 
great hall. Hastily he slipped on his sable-lined coat, 
flung the cap on his head, and stepped out through the 
porch. There he saw that snow was beginning to fall 
in rare flakes. Opening the car, he seized one of a couple 
of fur rugs that were folded inside, and cast it on the seat 
in front. He glanced impatiently into the house, paced 
up and down once or twice; then, as the cold air stung 
him, he thrust his hands into his pockets seeking for his 
gloves, snapped his fingers irritably and ran back into 
the house; the gloves had fallen under the table in the 
hall. As he stooped to pick them up, he heard Vivianne's 
step on the stairs. With a low sound of satisfaction he 
turned, but brought himself up short in his hurried ad- 
vance and stood staring. 

She was in black from head to foot ; an ill-fitting rough 
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ulster hung over her shabby skirt and blouse, a black 
gauze veil was tied round the worn black velvet cap. The 
wonderful creature of a moment ago, radiant and tragic 
at once, the princess in her white furs, the strange Val- 
kyrie beauty under the white wings, had been replaced 
by this figure of mourning and poverty. 

The glance he now fixed upon her was hard as steel. 

"What have you done with yourself?" 

**Did you think I could come with you, wearing the 
gift of another man?" 

He was shaken with silent laughter : 

"Ah, it is well done! I am not to miss, after all, the 
little Belgian refugee. Come, come!" He caught her by 
the arm. "Let us go, quick !" 

As he spoke he rushed her out through the porch with 
an impetus she could not resist. 

It was a great white car, of an unusual shape and of 
extraordinary finish and opulence. The silver fittings 
shone; through the door, which had swung half open, 
Vivianne had a vision of white plush, of white fur, of 
gleaming white silk curtains ; she felt herself like a crow 
against all this delicate splendor. 

He closed the door with an irritable movement and 
leaped into the driver's seat. 

^^ Jump up beside me. Quick, the snow is coming ! Let 
me cover you with the rug — ^how glad I am to hide away 
what I can of that dowdy black! . . . You will not be 
cold, you are well screened. AUonsI It goes easy, does it 
not? A self-starter. J*ai eu de la chance. I will tell 
you about it. Ah, how it hurts me^ery time I look at 
you now ! My little cousin^ that was a U^ idea of yours, 
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that of the old garments. I shall go very fast, for I have 
haste to clothe you again P' 

^ou need not look at me.'' 

^Perhaps it is as well — je Vaurais irop admirSe. As 
you were up in that room, it would have been too dis^ 
tractingP' 

The gate that divided the grounds from the drive was 
open ; they sped without halting under the shadow of the 
oaks. He took the car at such reckless speed down the 
incline that words were impossible, but presently slack- 
ened down as they approached the lodge. A little boy, 
gaping and blinking against the blast, rushed to open the 
gates. As the iron clanged behind them, Ladislas brought 
the car almost to a standstill. 

"To the left, is it not?'* 

"Where do you want to go?'* 

He laughed. 

"To London, I suppose. . . . Through the snow— 
what an adventure ! Ah, if you had worn even your white 
winged -hat ! Shall we not go back for it?'* 

She shrank from him: 

'TTou are mad !" 

"Perhaps I am. I hope so. The sane world is so 
assommant, sane people are so deadly dull! Which 
way?" 

"To the left, then. That leads to Gwent-Town ; Gwent- 
Town is on the road to London." 

"Ah— perfect !" 

He guided the car through a splendid curve with ac- 
celerating speed. As they rushed on again they met the 
squall ; he was still laughing. 
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^*It is amusing! To think of my finding this car all 
ready to my hand. Have you noticed the shape? A ro- 
mance in itself. It is sfA-disani the Barque of Lohen- 
grin. True, I assure you, ce n^est pas tme blague. The 
order of an opera singer — a hecvw tSnor — ^Edgardo Rai- 
mondi, no less. You've never heard of him? No matter. 
He's an American. He hsid this wonderful thing made 
with a view of eloping with an Elsa to whom he had sung 
Lohengrin last year. *Elsa, io famo* it's written on the 
panel in front. Ah, la bonne farce! his EUa is now in 
the heart of Grermany, and Edgardo Lohengrin had not 
enough money after all to pay for his char A* amour. — 
What was that?" 

The wind was tearing over the fields, up the valley, 
bringing the snow upon its angry wing; they were going 
in the teeth of it at a rate that took their breath away. 
But, intermingling with the hissing and the roar and the 
wuthering in their ears, there had come to Vivianne, too, 
the consciousness as of a wail pursuing them. It had 
seemed to her as if it was the voice of her own anguish 
. . . Lohengrin! This man had been the Lohengrin of 
her dreams! 

"Did you hear a cry?" asked Ladislas. "Have we run 
over anything?" 

They were approaching the bridge at a sharp angle 
and had once more to slow down ; but the storm assailing 
them sideways engulfed them. She could not have an- 
swered had she wished. She turned her head away from 
the blast, and the spectacle that lay before her filled her 
with a sense of menace and terror. Treowen on its hill, 
above the bare, dark woods, seemed to be in the center of 
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the squall. Out of the livid clouds the storm beat round 
it. But beyond, a yellow gleam between rifted douds 
spread across the far distance, and there was serenity. 
The hills were penciled against a luminous sky, the cone 
of Pen-y-fal rose in the midst with an unearthly radi- 
ance. 

The car wheeled to the left, and they were once more 
driving headlong into the tempest. 

"That is my fate,*' thought she. **I have brought to^ 
ment upon the house that sheltered me. I am flying from 
the light • • • I shall soon be lost in the darkness." 

The snowflakes swirled about her white and chill; the 
thoughts that eddied about her brain were black, and the 
sting of them burned like wasps. So short a while ago, 
with what rapture would she not have felt herself flying 
away into the unknown with her beloved ! Why was there 
anguish upon her heart, a weight of guilt upon her soul? 
Why did every word he spoke place him more odiously at 
variance with her? Why did he look at her like that— 
why did he laugh like that — ^why was everything he said 
abhorrent to her? . . . "Have we run over anything?'' 
. • . Yes, indeed, her soul and David's honor ! Both were 
now dead — ^then why should the wail still pursue her? 
Oh God — ^it was the wail of a child ! She shuddered. A 
fantastic thought seized her: it was the children of Tre- 
owen that were crying after them, the children of Tre- 
owen they had murdered ! • • • 

With a suddenness that almost flung her from her seat 
the man stopped the car. 

**C*est trap fort,** he muttered. "There is positively a 
child crying somewhere! What the devil can it be?" 
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The wafl rose, distinct and piteous. **Maman — 
MamanP* 

**Do you hear it, too, then?" exclaimed Vivianne, her 
teeth chattering. 

Orlenski cast a curse upon the wind, leaped from his 
seat, stared up and down the road, then violently tore 
open the door of the car. 

"It's in there! What is this bad joke? Yes, it is a 
child. How did the brat get in there?'* 

The superstitious anguish vanished from Vivianne's 
mind. 

**It is BoulotteP^ she cried, and sprang down in her 
turn. ^^Boulotte, little lamb, little pigeon! How didst 
thou get there ?'* 

Ladislas, his hand still on the handle of the door, stood 
gazing into the car. Coming close to him, Vivianne could 
see, in spite of the gathering dimness, the disgust and 
fury stamped upon his face. The screams that had been 
issuing from the open door abruptly fell to whimperings. 

**BeUe dame! belle darned* sobbed the child in an ec- 
stasy of relief. 

Vivianne stooped and picked up the little creature from 
the rug at the bottom of the car. 

**What is this bad joke?" repeated Ladislas acridly. 
**Great heavens! what a hideous brat! Where does it 
come from — did you put that baggage in there? No, of 
course not. It's some silly trick on us." 

"Boulotte, my little Boulotte, how didst thou get in 
there?" 

"Boulotte hide," said the child, burrowing her tear- 
stained face into Vivianne's shoulder. 
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^She must have crept in. Don't you remember? The 
door of the car was open when we came out. It was a 
game, poor babyP* 

Orlenski turned away, snapping his fingers. 

'^Since we have stopped, I may as well light the lamps," 
he said, over his shoulder. 

It did not take him long to accomplish his purpose, 
for the tenor's car possessed all the latest appliances. 
As the flare blazed forth cruelly, far down the road, Vivi- 
anne, standing with Boulotte in her arms, heard a voice 
say in her soul, ^^ehold the way to perdition!" 

**Hi bien,** said Ladislas. **Hi bieni We do not stand 
here all night, do we? Better get in, it is cold. Ah, the 
brat! I was forgetting. What are you going to do 
with it?" 

"To do with it?" 

'^ou do not expect me to, run away with that also, I 
suppose?" he jeered. 

He looked extraordinarily handsome and evil, wrapped 
in his furs, the side lights of the car catching his keen 
profile and firing the pale gold of his beard. Tiger and 
woman! She had once thought there lurked irresistible 
fascination, adventure and romance in the combination. 
Now she knew what it meant — a nature at once savage 
and capricious; a creature that caressed and lacerated, 
to whom love and cruelty were equal pleasure. 

^^Drop it on the roadside and come!" he said, briefly. 

She could not answer ; she flung a single glance at him. 

**What then?" he went on. "Drop it into some house? 
They would not take it from us!" 

"It is you who are making a bad joke." 
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"Far from it, my lovely cousin. I never was less 
amused in my life.'* 

**I£ you will turn and go back *^ 

"Go back?" 

**A few miles or so — ^there is a place in the village where 
— ^I could leave her." 

He stood staring at her; the end of his mustache 
twitched upwards as he smiled mockingly; his strange 
bright eyes seemed to flicker. 

"And, in the end, what is it?" he asked. "Where does 
it come from — ^the little frog? It is a pauper child, that." 

*'Yes," said she, "a pauper, like me — a refugee, like me 
— a victim bereft, like me." 

**It has every look of it," he said impatiently. 

She felt that his disgust at that moment included them 
both. The whole romance of her life withered away be- 
fore her. Her love, her illusion, her frantic childish dream 
— ^it was all wasted, like white ash, when the fire dies 
down ! She saw him no longer handsome, no longer con- 
quering: only mean, remorseless, destroying. A mask 
of beauty with the face of a devil behind it; a cavern 
clothed with sweet flowers in which dwelt a snake. She 
thought of David, and her heart grew cold. Ladislas 
gave a wild laugh. 

**Gret in, then, you and your imp! Which way do 1 
go when we are back over the bridge?" 

**Go straight on," she said tonelessly. **The way we 
came. I will stop you." 

She stumbled in, the child in her arms, and he slammed 
the door upon them. She sat, still grasping Boulotte in 
the padded luxury of the car, while the little creature 
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sleepily murmured to herself and played with the buttons 
of the shabby ulster. 

He backed and veered the car with a fierce disregard 
of safety and a perilous loss of temper. But he had the 
habit and skill which becomes a second nature, and soon 
they were skimming up the road again. In a few minutes 
they were across the bridge, and the head-lights began 
to run white along the snow-beaten hedges of Treowen 
Park. In a few minutes more, between high walls, the 
gates would leap out of the gathering gloom. She bent 
forward, watching. A great decision was taking shape 
in her mind. **Now," she said to herself, "now !" 

She put Boulotte on the seat beside her and tapped at 
the window-pane in front. He looked over his shoulder 
and the car ground to a standstilL She had already 
opened the door, there was not an instant's delay in her 
leaping out. Then she lifted the child into her arms 
again. He did not attempt to alight, but sat and looked 
at her curiously. 

"Be quick, it's cold," he said. His gaze suddenly 
widened and shot fire at her. **Quand meme^ thou art 
beautiful, even in the old black. I will have no one but 
thee P' 

"Wait, then," she said, "wait for me." Her voice had 
a strange, deep note, as of exultation and menace mixed. 

In those few seconds, during which she had stood still, 
the squall had plastered her with white. The child com- 
plained in her arms ; she turned and staggered, half run- 
ning, driven by the blast. Panting and straining, she 
reached the lodge gates, found the side wicket and 
dragged herself and her burden in. There she stopped 
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THE MAN, THE HOUR, THE STORM 

and drew breath. In the shelter of the wall she was out 
of reach of the rush of wind, but, far more — Oh, how far 
more truly . — ^in shelter from the tempest of evil that had 
assailed her spirit. Upon this relief, however, terror 
quickly succeeded. The tiger! She was his prey! He 
would follow, seize her. How could she fly from him, 
how escape, burdened as she was by the child? 

Boulotte again raised a wailing protest. 

^^Oh, hush — ^hush, my Iamb! Boulotte must be good. 
Boulotte must hide with the belle dame, or the wicked 
man will catch them!'* 

She turned from the avenue and, with a strength that 
she afterwards wondered at, scrambled, very slowly and 
painfully, but still with success, to the top of the bank 
where the ri»ng woodland dominated the main road. 
There, in the gloom, she crouched on the ground, clasp- 
ing and comforting Boulotte, while her gaze plunged 
through the tree stems towards that stretch of road where 
the snowflakes gleamed as they crossed the shafts of the 
car's head-lights. 

After what seemed to her an endless time of suspense, 
she heard his voice call her name, once or twice, in low 
accents, then the car creaked and there was the thud of 
his leap to the ground. She pressed the child's face 
against her breast to stifle the continued plaint. In spite 
of the murmur of the storm about her, she could hear the 
agonized beating of her own heart. Then she started ; a 
loud laugh rushed past her on the wings of the wind, like 
the flight of a demon, and was lost. Next a stave of song 
rang out : **Elsa, io famor* The high tenor voice, with 
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its indescribable accent of jeering, came, torn, shredded 
on the blast. She saw the great shaft of light in the road 
below her flash vertiginously through the darkness, and 
be engulfed like to some monstrous shooting star; throb- 
bing seized upon the night for one moment, fell away and 
was lost; and only the wild voices of the elements, the 
creaking and sighing of the trees, resounded about her. 
He was gone ! 

She remained crouching, scarcely daring to believe the 
evidence of her senses. At last, rising stiffly to her knees, 
her arms still about Boulotte, she made the sign of the 
cross. 

*TM[y God, I thank Thee!" 

It was the first real prayer she had uttered since the 
Grermans had entered Flesselles. 
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THE HAVEN AND THE WAKENING 

TO carry Boulotte and find her way out of the rough 
ground back to the drive again was a matter of 
no smaU difficulty. Now that she knew herself 
safe from Ladislas, helpless trembling had seized her. 
The child was a dead weight in her arms, and the darkness 
under the trees gathered dangerously. But a light from 
the lodge window guided her ; she reached the top of the 
bank, and contrived the descent without a faU. 

Her way was marked by the whiteness of the snow in 
the open road of the avenue between the black ranks of 
the oaks. The thought of seeking refuge in the lodge 
never came to her. She had but one desire — ^to reach 
David ! It was like turning from heU to heaven to think 
of David ; it was peace, light, comfort, warmth, security, 
after turmoil, darkness, deathly cold and hideous peril. 
The wounded man, with his one arm, loomed before her 
as a tower of strength. 

" *I win arise and go to my father,' '* she said to her- 
self confusedly. She was coming back to his house like a 
child that has strayed. 

The drive ran upwards, and was long, and the snow 
clogged her steps. The cold began to creep towards her 
heart; Boulotte's wails had ceased, and Vivianne won- 
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blessed as it was, wore the face of sorrow. Treowen 
would Uossom with a spring-time renewed; fresh hopes 
would arise to fill the gap left by the young life. Johnny's 
place would be filled everywhere — except in her heart. 
It was the bitterest draft of death out of the cup of life 
itself! 

So, even while she gave thanks and blessed God, she 
wept. She had set Johnny's last photograph on the 
table before her. She kissed and whispered to it, trying 
to cheat herself into the feeling that his spirit was near. 

'^Johnny, are you pleased with me? The war has not 
killed everything for Treowen when it kiUed you ! It was 
not to be for you and me, my darling! But David will 
be happy there, and see his children's faces. Are you 
happy too, from the midst of the triumphant army — the 
white-robed army of martyrs? Do you look down upon 
us and understand, Johnny • • • my own Johnny? Tre- 
owen will live on!'* 
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